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The DUKE of 


RICHMOND, &c. 


Maſter of the Horſe to His MajesTY, and 
Knight of the moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


S I R, 


HEN things of this nature are preſented 
' to Perſons of your high Rank, and Quality ; 
flattery is always ſuppos'd the Trade-wind, 
that carries the Author quite through the 
Dedication. But my deſign is wholly to offer to your Grace 
the firſt fruits of my Muſe, that (when pleaſure lives, and 


ſerious thoughts come on) I may excuſe my folly, by laying 
my Maiden-head at your Door. Nor durft Thave attemp> 
ted thus far into the World, had not the Laureats cwn 
Pen fecurd me, maintaining the out-works, while I lay ſafe 
intrencht within his Lines; and malice, ill nature, and 
cenſure were forc d to grinn at a diſtance. If I have not 

| 2 ' 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
perform'd my part in this Piece; the excuſe of -a young 
beginner- will paſs with the -reaſonable part of mankind: 
but when T look upon your Lordſhip, and joyn your Princely 
Birth, to the early promiſes of manly Vertue, which you 
daily give us (if you communicate an influencing beam on 
me) (as youu, muſt ſhine on all) I date, withiut\ the gift of 
Propheſie, "wenture"-t0 ſay, the inſpiration may refine my 
thoughts, to ſome more worthy offering. Cou'd my vanity car- 
ry me to the hopes of ſucceeding in things of this kind, I 
am comfident my ſureſt way wou d be, to draw myCaratlers 
from you, in whom "the faireſt Images of ature are ſhewn in 
little : Tour | Royal Fathers Greatneſs, Majeflick Awfulneſs, 
Wit and Goodneſs, are promisd all in you : Jeur Mothers 
conquering Beauty triumphs agen-in you : Nature has bleſt 
you with a Royal Parentage, and Fortune been juſt to you, in 
a Prigzely Education: And nothing is wanting now to Crown 
cur ixpes, but time, to make you in England what Titus was. 
in Ron, the Delight of mankin1; which that you may prove, 
ſhall ever be the Conſtant wiſh of | _ 


a 


SIR, 


| Your Graces moſt humbly 
46 BA devoted Servant. 


<n J$*. -.. Thomas Southern. 
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PROLOGUE: 


Octs, like Lawful Monarchs, ruÞd the Stage, 
Till Criticks, like Damn'd Whiggs, debanch'd our Age. 
Mark how they jump : Criticks wou' d regulate 
Our Theaires, and Whiggs reform our State : : 
oth pretend love, and both ( Plague rot 'em) bate. 
The Critick, humbly ſeems Advice to bring, . 
The fawning Whigg Petitions to the King: 
But ones advice into a Satyr ſlides ; 
T others Petition a Remonſtrance hides. 
"Theſe will no Taxes give, and thoſe no Pence : 
Criticks wou'd ſtarve the Peet, Whiggs the Prince. 
The Critick all our troops of friends diſcards 
Juſt ſo the Whigg wou'd fain pull down the Guards. 
Guards are illegal, that drive foes away, "44 
As watchful Shepherds, that fright beaſts of prey. | | 
Kings, who Disband fuch needleſs Aids as theſe, 
Are ſafe — as long as &re their Subje@s pleaſe. 
And that word be till next Qucen Beſles night : 
Which thws, grave penny Chroniclers indite. 
Sir Edmond-berry firſt, in woful wiſe, 
Leads up-the ſhow, and Milks their Maudlin eyes. 
There's not a Butcher's Wife but Dribs her part, 
And pities the poor Pageant from her heart ;, 
Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire,, 
And, with a civil congee, does retire. 


But guiltleſs blood to ground muſt never fall : 
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There's Antichriſt behind, to pay for all. 
The Punk of Babylon in Pomp appears, 
A lewd Old Gentleman of feventy years. 
Whoſe Age in vain our Mercy wow'd imeplore 5 
For few take pity on an Old-caſt Whore. 


The Devil, who brought him to the ſhame, takes part; 


Sis cheek by jowl, in black, to chear his heart : 

Like Thief and Parſon in a Tiburn-Cart. 

| The word is gin; and with a loud Huzzaw 

They Miter'd Moppet from his Chair they draw : 

Oz the ſlain Corps contending Nations fall : 

Alas, what's one poor Pope among *ent all | 

He burns ;, now all true hearts your Triumphs ring c 

And next (for faſhion) cry, God (ave the King. 

A needful Cry in midſt of ſuch Alarms: 

| When Forty thouſand Men are up in Arms. 

But after he's once ſav'd,to make amends, 

In each ſacceeding Health they Damm bis Friends : 

$0 God begins, but ftill the Devil ends. 

What if ſome one inſpire with Zeal,ſhowd call, 

Come let's go cry, Ged ſave hin at White-hall ? 

His beſt friends wow'd not like this over-care : 

Or think him ere the ſafer for that prayr. 

Five praying Saints are by an A& allow'd : 

Bnt not the whole Church-Malitant, in crowd. 

Tet, ſhould heau'n all the true Petitions drain 

of Presbyterians, who wou'd Kings maintain ; 
}f Forty thouſand, five won'd ſcarce remain. 
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PERS O N S RepreESenTED? 


(OQElinan, the Sophy of Perſia. Mr. Goodman 
Tachmas his Brother. - Mr. Clark 
I/*:ael, a Villanous favourite. Major Moon 
Arbanes, a diſaffe&ted General. Mr. Griffin 
Oſman, a Captain to Tachmas. Mr. Saunders 


Several Officers. 
Citizens, and their Wives. 
Eunuchs, and Guards. 


WOMEN. 


Begona, Mother to Seliman, and Tachwas, Mrs. Cory 
Semanthe, belov'd and in Love with Tachmas. Mrs, Cook, 
Sunamire, Siſter to Arbanes, | Mrs. Guin 
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THE 


Iuh Brother, 


OR, THE- 
PERSIAN 


P R I N CE. 


ACT I SCENE I. A Chamber of State. 
Seliman, Iſmael, Arbanes, Guerds, Attendants. 


Y Lords, our Letters ficiten our Brother thew 
The Enemy encampt on Gebzn Banks 3 
Headed by that brave. Tartar, tnar fo long 
Has kept us warm for glory: inthe field 
_ Number's fifty thonſand,.ours but twenty, 
To poiſe their fate, or turn the: Scale of: War. 
O glorious odds ! and by our Prophets Soul, 
Worthy imperial Gameſters, worthy us, 
And the renown of this-immortal Throne. 
Iſma. Long have theſe tempetts threatned om the Neth; 
To overturn the fate of: Perfi 78, | 
And ſhrowd her glories in:eternal night : 
But fay, my Lords, What has their tury done ? 
Arban, Like Clouds, it vaniſh'd at our riſing 'Sun, 
To the renown of rayal Seliman: 
Let ſome report their Conqueſts to'the World': 1 1 
They Provinces ſubdued; /but under ground-, | of | 
And-peopled Graves : They triumph'd LOS, but how ? 


Selim, 


In 


c 
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/To, arm,” to 'arms, all to the famous fields, 


23 | T be Loyal Brother, Or, 

In death they trinmph'd, for They fell by you. 
Selim, There ſpoke the Voice of War * 

Yes, we have conquer'd *«m and (dll agen, 

Sirice Tachmas leads our Armies to the field. 

Thrice they the Gebhun paſt,;as-oft thou know'lt, 


Khqgpenur- felt 1 wounds of Tartars words. -- F'Yz 


whete, was: I thin drBants? flood I Idle? 
For thou wert my Leiutenant in the War, _ 
Saw'ſt all my ations, therefore beſt canſt ſpeak *em. 
Arban. The Grecian elaquence can never paint 
Your Victories; ( to' mention but the firſt ) 
How then ſhall I? but my refleQing Soul 
Shows the paſt Scene of! Glory to my veiw 
And I can SER = 
Selim, You Gods! a Truth ? 
I think ,my:aCions dg diſdain a lie "77 
'To ſpeak *em brave, , * | \ 
Arban, Dead Sir, you __ my meaning. 


Selim. I am calm, proceed. 


- Arban. A barbarous people, of a rougher clime, 
——Invade our -Fronteirs, "bur our Viltzges,”” | 


Unyoke our labouring Oxen from the Plow, 


- Our Flocks deſtroy,» and aftes them- our Hinds . 


The fata] news enters our City Gates, 

And Iſpahan appears one tace of. ſorrow !. 
The. Virgins thrick; the Matrons fear prevents 
The firoke of war 3 old Bed-rid Age laments 
Its many Winters, or does wiſh *em more, 

To have more firength ro fight, or 'leſs, to dyes, 


But' then: you: roſe,” and Fortune could no moe: +, - | 


War is. proclaim'd; ant you'the General, } - 
;Fhen to have heard: your droopingSubje&s_ſha 
The Sophy leads us on, and all-miiſt: follow > 
Py the bright Sun was wonderful indeed, ) 
Our Virgins, who before-ſtond dumb: as: death, : :: 
Now 'ting 'us on'our way : The very (Boys) .- 
Ack Victory at home : And coward 'Priefts 
In Moſques with prayer: battle with the ' Gods: 
But when: we joyrrd the Foc. > $5110 
Selim. Ay then Arbanes ! F231 2 
Fierce as a Winter Storm upon: the Main, : 
I rang'd the Ficld; whilſt my affrighted: Foes, 
Like Billows at the angry :Neptunes frown, 
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| | Succeſs 


-.., the Perfan Prince. 3 
Vucceſſively did vaniſh from 'my. ſight. |, - K 
Did I not pour upon their foremoſt ranks,.. ' 
Sudden and fierce as lightning, ruſh among 
Their thickeſt Squadrons, and in glorious heat 
( Like Thunder breaking from a teeming Cloud ) 
Make deſolation wait upon my arms? | 
Iſma. How vanity ;diftorts him ! j WY [ to Arbanes, 
Selim, With my; drawn Sword I pointed out the paths 
Of dazling fame, which' none but I could tread 3 
Mounting that ſtately Pyramid alone, 
Whilſt all my Army lag'd, and you below 
' Trembied, : like Girls,' to. behold my dating. 
1ſma. Now to fire him. | | 
Selim, Nay more 3 when my too eager courage bore me 
Amidſt a band of bold Tartarian horſc 3 
No guard, but death, that .hung upon my Sword 
To make it fatal z fay, who brought me off? 
By Mars the ſingle vertue of this Arm. 
Diſperſt their Troops, and ſent *em from, 'the- Field, | 
Iſma. So, he beat them all himſelf, : £ 
Arban. Great Sir, your Royal Brother claims a ſhar 
In that renowned day, 
Seliw, Arbanes! ha! | 
Arban. But all his glorious aQions are your own 
Since you like firears.s, from the ſame Fountain run, 
Selim» 1 cannot talk of Feilds, of War, or Arms, 
Mention a Siege, or Battle, that I wonz 
But I am thought to Boaft : I know your Idol; 
You plant my Lawrel wreaths on Tachmes brows 
And woud my Crown : By Heaven I know your hearts. 
Arban, Alba forbid that you ſhould think us Traytors- 
Iſma. He's firangely thoughtful, | 
Arban. O it ſiings his Soul. | | 
Selim. 1ſmael thou art honeſt : doſt thou think the Prince 
Iſms. What of the Prince, my Lord? 
Sel:mm. Why nothing now : 
*T was but an Idle: thought, and I diſmiſs it. 
Iſma. Your Royal Mother, with the fair Semanthe 
Intend this way | | 
Selim. Then comes the brighteſt Star, the: chaſteſi glory, 
That ever waited on Diazg's pride 3 
Light without heat, and. youth without deſure. 
Oh Iſmael | What covrage can reſiſt 
The raging torments of-a hopeleſs love ? > 
B 2 7 "Tis 


F? The. Loyul' Brother Or, 

"Tis that in ſpight of all'my' Vidories;' v Din gov 

My paſt renown, or” Soldiers hardineſfs,: 1 7 1 |! 

That drives me, like a Coward, to the ground, 

Ereathleſs, and pate before that ſcornful beauty. EONNt 
Iſma. It goes as 1 would 'have' it. * + | fide 
Selim, Still as I wood, when at ber feet I lays T A 

Begging the! bounty of a Look to/ bleſs me; 

Hadit thou but ſeen 'withi what 'a wry 6 po. of vt 

A Virgin innocenee, and thaſte reſery'dneſ$, 

She- took the humble offering of my love > 

How Kill in all the windings of my Paſſion, £ | 

Through the high-Tide of vows, end firong rewpratios, = 

She kept an equal mind, by Heaven I think, | 

Hadft thou' then feen'the temperate''Virgin ſtand, 

Cold to my flame, as: Marble to- the- Sun, 

( Not fluſhe; and "haughty with her Conqueſt made, 

As other vainer of her: Sex woud- be”) - - 

Thou woud'ſt have lov'd her rigid veitue too. ' 

Iſma. Take! watmer Beauties ts your -breati, whoſe tn 

May melt that frozen image bf a love. * 

Selim, O thou mifiakſt, nethiog can drive her heviee'> 

Her rigorous beauty binds me for her Slave, © 

Freezes the wandring current of my love;,' - 

Which did ſhe: ſmile, woud looſcly glide 'along 

Into the-boundleſs' Ocean of- her: Sex, -: - 

Were (he Jike other Women tobe mov'q, 

Coming, and forward to liclieve our Vows, 

To drink our Tears, and' melt 'within- our Arms3. 

Then I ſhould flight the cafie conquer'd prey : 

But of ſuch different terpers we are *frani'd, ' 

There's ſuch 'a confraricty /betweeh -us, ' + 

Like fighting qualities, each gathers force, 

And as ſhe freezes, I conſume, and burn. 

With fiercer violence of raging love. 

Iſma. My Lord, the enters, ' - - -: 


Enter Vegons, Semanthe attended, 


Slim. Hail he Maid! thou leading light of Heaven! 
So near the: Sary you thine, fo bright your Jultte 3 - 
We jultly may miſtake you for. the morn, 

And pay our-earlier'devotion here. - '- 

Seman, The Pomp and entertainments of the day 

| Speak ſome high Feltival : pa yout: birth. - 


Has 


the Perfean France. 5 


Has claim'd this Sun a facritice to jollity, 
While !you' the royat Lord,  :- © 
Conclude in laviſhly beſtowing praiſes. 
Selim. Take *em as th* offering'of cxcciive love x; 
The meaning of my ſoul. 
Sem. As they are meant, i 
The effc&t of gallantry, I take *em all. 
Selim. O ! how Semanthe? how: ſhalt I convince hey $* 
What ſhall I fay, or how ſhall I —_ 
To conquer thy belief ? 
Coudſt chou diſcern the workings of my ſou), 
Paſs through this boſome to my throbing heazt 3 
O! there thou wouldſt behold thy heavenly fo:m 
Deep writ, and never: be to raz'd away. 
Why doſt thou take the beauties from my Eies ? 
Like the Sung flower, my foulded glories fade 
Periſh, and die, unleſs thou ſhine upon- me. 
Ha! weeping too! what has my pafion done ? 
O Mother! beg her, on your knees implore; 
Entreat her for your poor offending Son 3 
Tell her I kneel, but dare not ask for pardon, 
Leſt evin then my words thoud give offence. 
Bego. O riſe my royal Lord! Some ſecret gricf 
Bedews her cheeks, which I cou'd never learn, 
Altho? T often prcfi her to diſcover. 


Enter an Eunuch, 


Eun. An Ofhcer begs admittance from the Prince. 

Selim, Conduct him in, 

Sem. Did he not name the Prince? my heart confirms it :: 
For I have loſt the weight of my afflictions, 
And am within a little World of joy. 

Iſma. Methinks a ſuddain pleaſure overcomes 
Your Miltris's ſorrows. 

Selim, Ha! 

I/ma. Was there ought, in what 
The Emnuch ſaid, to work ſo quick a change ? 

Sim. Nothing to her--- but why that queltion ? 

Iſma. Only a tooliſh doubt,--- but I am ftisficd. 

Selim, The manner of thy ſpecch ſays not. 

Iſma. Alas! Age in a minute raiſes ſcruples, 
That years can't ſolve 3 and this perhaps is one. 
But ſince you tell me ſhe was not concern'd 


In 
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In what the Exnuch ſaid, Vie give! it ore 1 nigh 2c 
I/me, He ſaid, an Officer begs admittarice from the Prince» 
Selim, He did my Lord: and as henam'd the Princes, 

A ſuddain joy, like lightning, dried her tears, 

And not a Cloud was ſeen in that bright Heaven. 
Selim. Ha | Iſmael! thy words have flun'd me more, 

Then the united force of heaven' cou'd do. 

I fear thy friendſhip has been fatal to me, 

With an otfhcious eye diſcovering, | 

What, tor my pcace, had better been conceal'd. 


Enter Oſman. | 


Oſm, Let Perſis flouriſh, and its royal Lord, 
Be ever Maſter of the Aftan World : 
And when fame. calls your Armies to the ficld, 
May Tachmzas lead *cm out, and ill return 
As now, triumhant home, , 
In all the glories of a famous War, | 

Selim, Say, have we conquer'd then? Relate the means 
How ſuch prodigious odds were overthrown. 

Oſm. Our Armies lay in view 3 Gehxn between 
Gently, as peace, in filver currents ſtream'd, 
Offcing her ſtore to quench the flame of War 3 
Put all in vain: Shouts, Trumpets, drums, 

In dreadful eccho's, bid the battles join: 
We on our guard, and they expefting when 
To pour a purple deluge on our plain. 

Sem, How iny heart beats with fear! 

Oſm. This was our poſture > when one ſolemn morn 
- Riot began in the proud Tartars Tents, 

Nor ended wich the Sun, for half the night 

Was given to ſporting, luxury, and wine: 

Which, when the Prince percciv'd 3 filent,as ſlecp 
Stole on their reeling ſenſes forth he drew 

His Army, and at their head he cried, 

If glory be your aim, now follow me : 

Then leapd into the ſtream, \ 

And, liks a Sea God mounted on a Wave; 

Daſh'd the ſtrong tide, and lead a floating War : 
Which, when their out guards found, alarm'd the Camp 3 
But their confuſion in a thouſand ſhapes, 

Befricnded us 3 like Cadmus brood, they fell 

By cach others Swords, and made our conqueſt caſic, 


Selim. 


the Perſian Prince. _—_ 
Selim. By Haly's ſoul-"twas condud - for, a God! | 
And worth th? experience ,of an age of arms, 
O! now my Mother ! peace is doubly welcome, 
Not only in banjiſhing my peoples fears, 
But as the glory of my brothers arms. 
Beg. Tachmas has copied what your ſword firſt drew : 
You tor your Father conquer'd, he for you. 
Selim. Said the Prince nothing of retir:.;, 2 1011c ? 
Oſm. My ſpeed had been prevented, | 
Had not ſome orders to the Army ſta':] him. 
But tco motrows carliclt Sun will fee {:;im here, 
Selim. A thouſand Tumains for thy we!c: mu news, 
Sem, Bleſſings for. ever hang upon thy tongiic. 
Selim. Fly then, and through my Kingdoms, loud as fame 
Can ſpeak, proclaim an univerſal joy : 
Let plenty trivmph in our ſtreets, rich preſents 
Be ſhar'd among our ſubjc&s, not a face 
Be ſeen in forrow : Griet her (elf muſt ſmile, 
When Seliman appears to Crown the day. 
Let our ſoft Virgins now no longer mourn, 
But fly to every Meadow, Bower, and Grove, 
Supinely melting on the bed of love: 
For the glad day comes on, that will reſtore 
Their lovers to their Arms s and to my power, 
Confirm new bleſfirgs, ne're enjoy'd before F Excunt Omnes. 
| Pret» Ith. Arb. 
Iſma. 'Twice have I held the glories of a favouritc 3 
And ſway'd the Father once, as now the Son 3 
High, as ambition join'd with power cou'd raiſe me. 
Yet blaſts have nipt my Summers blowing, pride, 
Wither'd the glorious bloſſomes of my hopes, 
And left me leafleſs to the threatning ſtorms, 
Arb. When Sophy Cabas ruPd, moſt true my Lord, 
You (har'd ſome part of his divided favours : 
But ſafe in Seliman's breaſt you ſleep ſecure, 
Far above envy, or a rivals reach. | 
Iſma. No, no, Arbanes, no 3 thou'rt ſhort e&i'd here 2 
There's yet a Cedar, that out-tops .my pride 3 
That grows too falt, and ſhades me from the Sun : 
"Tis Tachmas 3 baneful name to. all my hopes, 
Who by the Giant weight of his deſerts, 
Preſſes my fate, and keeps it ſtrugling under. 
Arb. Iſmael, in that name thou ſtab'ſt my ſoul 
With the remembrance of my former glory : 
| Once 


$ The:Loy#l Brother, Or, 

Once T was great 3' my hopes as flouriſhing, © ' 
As now declind 3 my faterexected high , © LILLE 
As victory could raiſe it 3 till the Prince, 

That boy, my Scholar in the trade of Arms, 

By treachery deſpoiF'd me of thofe plumes, 

My valour purchasd with an Age of War, 

Iſma. Why did you bear it? | | 

Arb. Doſt thou not know the fate of Souldiers? 
Wee'r but ambitious tools, to cur a way 
To her unlawful ends 3; and when wee*r worn, 
Hack'd, hewn with conſtant ſervice, thrown afide 
To ruſt in pcace 3 or rot in Hoſpitals. 

But tell me, Iſmael ! nay feel theſe limbs, 

Theſe arms, are they paſt wielding of a Sword ? 

By heaven Ithink not: or has my good old friend 
Forgot its killing virtue? or has ruſt 

Bound up its fury > neither 3 ſee, it comes, + [ drawers. 
And feels as keen, and looks as bright, and gay 

As the young Warriors, when he firft appears 

In poliſht ſteel, and marct ing to the held. 

Then why am I Jain by? why am I not 

A general ſtill? 

Iſma. Ay, there's a queſtion will admit debating. 

Arb. And not to be decided, till this ſword | 
Appears in blood agen: O Iſmael! | £0 : 
Thou kind regarder of my. fame, I ſwear, 

Were not thy {triter vertue to inſpire 

A generous heat of aCtion in my ſoul, 

IT think *twou'd ſettle almoſt to diſhonour. 

Alas ! I was a conftientious' fool, 

And durit not think of vengeance: all my wrongs 
Quite blotted from my memory, and loſt 3 OY 
But now they live again, and by my ſword 

Shall be reveng'd at full. , | 

Iſma Be calm, and hear me. 

Arb. Calm! Iſmael ! ſure 'thou mock'ſt' my patience : 
Why I'm a Pidgeon hearted flave,a thing | 
So overgrown with that poor fneaking vertue, 

I almolt doubt my courage. | 
Iſma. Arbanes! know I look upon the Prince, 
As a black Cloud, that riſes on my glory 
I know it, and I hate him more then thou, 
Tho? with leſs noiſe, 1 have no Army loft,. 
| Ne titles of the War *twas not my province? | a 
| The 


| 
| 
| 
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The Court has been my Sphear, 0+ <- 
Where, with the«muſick of my tongue in.counſel ' '* © * 
Pve charm'd opinion after me; been thought” | ©! 
The voice of fate, and &re my words cou'd mount, 
The Sopby's cazghas ſtoopt to entertain *em 3 
Where I have revePd long, and whence I fear 
No baniſhment, unleſs outed by the: Prince ;'* 
His metit flows faſt "as the Sophy's love, * 
Which if I aim not wide, like mecting- tides, * 
May daſh my fate, and ſink my pride tor ever. 
Thus tho* from different lincs our wrongs proceed, 
They center in reyenge. 

Arb. Vle ftab him in his triumph. 

Iſma. The policy of Soldiers! here is one 
Can't purchaſe a revenge, without being hang'd. 
A Stateſman wou'd have found a thouſand ways. 
But (ce, we are diſturb'd. 


- the Perſrun Prince. "9 
} big} tain 


I ' [yl 


Enter Sunamire- 


Arb. My Siſter Sunamire alone,” and thoughtful! 
Iſma, I know her haughty ſpirit 
Reſents an injury above her ſex 
And hasall the contrivance of a woman, 
In working of a revenge : wou'd fhe was ours, 
Arb. A plot! without a Prieſt, or woman in't, 
Had been a prodigy. | BN 
Iſma. Let us withdraw, I wou'd unſeen obſerve her» 
Sun. Tachmas to morrow to return, and therefore 
Through Iſpaban a general joy : goes it not there ! 
O tortures ! furies! he[l ! ay, that's :the cauſe : Res 
No, Sunamire muſt curfe his crowding triumphs : 
And when he comes, miy wiſhes be his- welcomes * 
But if I muſt behold him 3 may theſe Eies, -Y 
Theſe Eies that wanted fire to warm his heart, 
Flaſh fierce as Baſlilisks, and dart him' dead. | 
Iſma., Yet nigher--- = rei [To Arbanes, 
Sun. Not' that my fondneſs dots exceed the bounds | 
Of a Court Lady x: no,.T-can, except 
Whate're a ſcore of fond protefting' things, . ©! * 
In all their height of gallantry can ſay, 
And the next minute part with *em for ever, 
If that were all: but to be. ſcorn'd ! that that's 
The hell of hdlls; the' plague of woman kind! 
C 
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Iſms. Arhanes ! faid ſhe not ut? . 
Arb. She did; | 
Sun. Had I been: barn of 'vuljar, 1 RArentages, 

T hen unobſery*d I might. retire, and: in 

Some corher melt my ſorrows into. tears : 

But here at Court, 

Where cach apartment, is, a Theatre, | 

And all the World obſervers of Our folljes, - 

For me to-whine a: tedious Scene; of-love, 

Is beyond patience: let my fancy work:-- 
| Iſma. O now. ſhe's on. the 'rack !. 
Sun. Ay, now the preſence fills, T- ſee the Prince 

In the bright circle, like a charmer Rand, 

With all the. beauties es the'Eaſt around him: 

1 hear his melting language, hear his-Court, |, 


His ſoft Addrefles, and his is obing Love 


Whilſt my falſe ſenſes, flattering my defpair, 
Whiſper. through every Manſion of my ſoul, 
To Sunamire they'r meant, they's meant to me : 
Then, then I can no longer: bear: the thought 3 
My. cager joy: works outward on..my checks, 
And every Etc obferves my. wild concern 2. | 
At. which the Ladies laugh, and I too Jate 
The cauſe percieving, bluſhing the room, 
To mourn my..paſt diſgrage-+ My brother here! _ 
Arb. Sifter I've heard your ſftory,and .am' glad ' . + - 
That your-revenge points at the man I hate, | | | 
Iſma. Long hayc I waitcd -time,rand .now. it comes, | 
The Golden minute 'comes, that: offers us | 
A ſafe. revenge, but .mounted .on the wing : | 
Say Sunamire, Arbanes, (hall it pay 
Unheeded like the , carmen. bixths of time 2. . 
Sun- Why is, it magee.; a. gquellion 7 you are, wrong, dy. 
Elſe why revenge ? "If; $0, why.,trifle you 11 | 
The hours in talk ?-; but coward tan wou'd .cool, 
Did not the ſhame, or, publick. tongue. provoke him, 
More then ;the ſenſe of honour, to revenge». :. 
Iſma.. [02 you ;haye- rais:d- a a dire, Por geg. ought, | 
Wou'd make 4 timerous Anchoritc. rlcſs » 
Run to the fata] ſicel, -and ſtab. his Wikbens 
Agbanes\ now hedles, a chouland wrongs 
Cry in the voice of Murder, for. JeFEnges - 
Thine, mince... 
Ach. But what more Sly, docs touch may | 
Is- 


0, 


» the Perfian, Fringe 1 
Ts his proud Corn of thee, fs | 
S#n. Brother, that word NEL | 
Wou'd paint ſhame for ever on. mybrow:s. , 
But my fir'd ſpirit mounts 3 and if I bluſh agen, _. 
Think it the ſcarlet ip ing of my rage. 
Arb, *Twas like my filter ſpokes ___ .; 
Iſma. You know the Sopby's of a nature hot, 
Vain, and ambitious 3' yet withal moſt pliunt, 
And caſie for the flatterer to mould Won, 
To any form 3 fo Jealous of his glory,. . | 
That when you byt oppos'd the Princes merit, 
Ambition broke through all the bonds of loye, 
And ſhot his fiery ſoul out of his Ejics, 
Arb, I mark'd, and hop'd for wonders from his paſſions 3} 
But Hell! too ſoon he cool!'d. 
Iſma. And things that fooneft cool, are ſooneli heated. 
*Tis not a ſuddain overflowing paſſion, 
But a juſt tide of rage, in ebbs, and flowes, 
Muſt perfe& a revenge ; and tho his vertues 
A while ſuppreſs his tears, yet they will riſe, 
Engendring doubts, diſtruſts, and jealouſics, 
Which of themſelves will ne*rc be conjur'd down, 
But with the fall of him, who firſt begot 'cm. 
We muſt foment his paſſion for Semanthe, 
Since that conduces molt to our deſign. 
Sun. How- that my Lord ? | 
Iſma. With my continual praiſes of her beauty, 
T've blown his fame to ſuch a raging height, 
That now he'd brook a partner in his throne, 
Rather than in her-...art, Mp7 
Sun. Alas ! unrival'd he may keep that ſeat : 
And if the beauties of the Perſan Crown, 
Did not attract beyond Semantbe's charms, 
Sure ev*n in that he might unenvi'd be. 
Iſma. Tachmas thinks otherwiſe. 
Sun. Ha! nam'd you Tachmas ? 
I/ma. Madam, Idid the Prince. 
Sun. 'Tis falſe 
Or if you did, yet falſcr, if you ſay 
He caſts one thought away upon Semanthe. 
iſma. Madam, Ict this ſpeak tor me *cis his hand, | 
And to Semanthe written, [ Gives bet a Letters 
Sun, The burning Fever rages in my veins 4 3 
Put hold my kcart, rclixajn the. fury in, 
C 2 Which 
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Which heaves me, like the fighting winds for vent, 


FT web Th: « 77 + "= 4 : 
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One queſtion more, and like the ftormy God, 
Ple let you looſe, to'a& it as you pleaſe, 
To ſhake me to Atoms, tear 'my brain, 
With a diſtraction that: becomes revenge. 
Arb, She raves alrcady, 


Sun. My Lord? how came this Letter to your hands ?- 


Iſmg. The Prinees goodneſs wiſely choſe my Age, 
To be his confident in theſe amours 3 
And knowing me _.unht for hercer joys, ; 
Thinks I till love' the, ſport, and therfore makes me 
The go- betweer}, the pander to their loves, 
AudI think Ihave ſo much of my office righe, 
To hiſten' on their rutnes. True, I make bold 
To tafte their letters to 'em, as they paſs 
Through my etnployment (for' ro me they*r all 
Enclos'd) what ſerve my 'ends, I keep, the reſt 
I am moſt faithful in delivering. . 

Sn, Still he goes on, and every ſound more off, 
Tender, and melting than the former : hel !/ 
And to Serhanthe all! OI cou'd tear 
My elf, them, you, and all the world, like this 
Dumb picce of love 3 looſe him to her ! to her ! 
A poor, young, actleſs; indigeſted thing, 
Whoſe utmoſt pride cari only boaſt. of youth, 
And innocence 3 whoſe Stature ſpeaks her mind, 
And what fate meant her, a Plebeian Wife 
Whilſt my ereRed* head was rais'd to give 
A fuller 'Majeſty*to Crowns niy years 
CRich with the Summer bloom of riper joys) 
Deſign'd tit offerings to the God of love: 
But ncw no more: | 
Since I am ſcorn'd, my nobler thoughts aſpire 
To glorious ations, worthy female 'ire : 


Revenge, and death, and blood 'my working fancy fire, _ | Exit. 
Iſmi, Arbanes- after her cool her if thou canft, _ ' 


Or ſtorm her into calmneſs.  [ Exit.Arbanes. 


Enter Iſmael 'Solus; 


_ Iſma. Vertue'ayaunt! to villages be gone: 
Biit haunt the luxury of Courts no more; 
Much leſs aſpiring Stateſmens nobler thoughts, 
Ambition. is our Idol, on whoſe. wings 
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Gooct mind; are carried only to extreams | 08 
To be ſublimely great, or to be nothing : 

And he who aims his ations at this mark, 

Muſt ruſh with Manly reſolurion on, 

Stopping at nothing when he has begun 3 

Still paſs the ſhorteſt way, altho*untrod, 

Not loyter in the beaten, honeſt road : < 

But let our Malters watch the heights we ſoar : | 

A States-mans Loyalty is growing power, 

And we but watch occaſion to devour. [ Exit, 


ACT. IL SCENE I. 


Tachma's Triumph uſher'd in by Drums, and Trumpets; and 
anſwer'd by Flutes, Hoe-boys, and voices from the other 
fode of the Stage : Seliman meets Tachmas with a fol 


Court. 


Selim, Elcome thou worthy partnerof my fame ! 
From the rich Harveſt of thy glorious toyl, 

Welcome my General, my Friend, and Brother | 
Why art thou backward in thy part of Friendſhip ? 
Riſe to my breaſt, for my impatient heart. - 
Awaitsthee there; z my Arts this fold thee in, 
Thus preſs thee to my Soul, where thou wilt meet 
A thouſand Welcomes more than words can givethee, 

Tach. O my Imperial Loxd'! my Godlike Maſter? 
How has your Servant merited this Grace ? 
Permit me proſtrate on the Earth to'fall, 
And pay my Adoration to this goodneſs. 

Selim. I Swear it muſtnot be. Brother, read 
A longing in our gracious Mothers eye 3 
She claimes your knee, and duty, Tachmas kyeeds 
0 i — ; 
Atb. Why all your: projets are __ already ; = 1 
The Sophy doats ypon the Prince, 

Iſma. Be patient-: | 
His kindneſs is'as ſhort liv'd, as his anger; * 

Bego. Thou ſecond ble ſting, which'the Gods enrich! 4 
My truitful youth with, comtort of my' age, 


Our lives preſerver, welcome from the War TT 
C 3 Welc 
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Welcome to me, and Iſpaban. 

Tach. Is there a Joy in, Viftory beyond 
My Mothers ſafety ? proteQing her,you Gods! 
Has overpaid the little I have done 3 
My hours of blood, and I am{lill your debtor. 

Bego, Now I could bleſs theſe powers, that lengthned out 
My date ot life, to this moſt happy day 3 
Once more to view the ancient Perſian glory 
Shine out in theſe, my Sons 3 once to behold 
The face of things ſerene, and fair agen 
The fruits of peace brooding through all the Land, 

And plenty ſmiling upon evry brow : 

This as the Mother of my Country, but 

The Spirit of my joy's xeſcrv' d for you,” 

My Sons or let me call you by a nearer name, 
My felt thus to bchold you meet in friend(hip3 
To have my blood, altho? in different veins, 
Flow in one fireamof love3 and whats yet more, 
Tho? Empire fands between, like a huge rock, 
To break the current, and divide you ever. 

O! let it be my glory now, my Sons ! 

Po ſeal the bands of fricnd(hip, you have tied, 
To bleſs you thus, thus, in cach others Arms, 
And as a worthy Sacrifice, to offcr 

My ſtock of breath in Prayers for both your welfare. 

Amjo. Long live thou beſtof Mothers ! 

Selim. Ar.d mark me all my people; nay ſound our Trumpets 
To yon bright roof, and ſummon all the Gods, 

As witneſſes to this great Stygian vow, 

By the Eternal! God-head of the Sun, 

I glory more that Icancall thee mine, | 

My Friend, and Brother, than in wearing Crowns, 

Tach. Gods! if there be a pollibility 
To ſpeak my thanks4 but thats impollible : 
Or it there be a way to gratitude, _ 
'Dire«&me tot,” tho'certain death attend 
Me every ſtep, I'le on to ſerve the King, 

Selim. Tknow thou/ would, yet Tachmas! O mv Bret'er ! 
Great asI amin Arms, | | 
1Tho' I have Conquer'd through the Afiun world, 

And thou maintain'tt my glory in the tield 3 

Still there is wanting tocompleat my bliſs, 

Sem inthe's love ; —— but that wiſe Heaven denies me, 
Tolhow I am but man; Fox had the Gods 


Granted 


the Perfam Prince. is 


Granted me her, with this vaſt ſpace of Empire, 

Fde been their equal: not envi'd *em the joys, 

They boaſt above, nor had a thought of heaven 

Beyond her beauty,--- | 

But private carcs muſt not uſurp this day, 

Lead to the banquet 3 all muſt be our gueſts, 

"Tis Seliman invites yOus $ roms Omnes, Prxter 

| Iſmad, Semanthe. 

Iſm. Madam I know the Princes foul abhors 

Theſe forms, and ceremonies, that detain 

Him from your arms. | | 

I have noc time to open all my.thoughts 

I mult attend the king : only prepare, 

If any ftorm ſhou'd fall, to ſcape it's fury. CExtt. 
Sem, Alas! what ftorm? and how ſhou'd I-beware? 

What lover cver yet foreſaw a danger ? 

The God himſfelt is blind, and all that love, 

In midnight darkneſs to his temple move 3- 

Like a toft bark at Sea, the Pilot gone, 

I'm left expos'd to winds, and waves alone, 

And rocks on every hand to ſplit upon : 

Yet there is one part fair in view, where I 

The fortune of my life, and love will try, 

My Tachmas's Arms, where I will live, or die. [ Exit, 


Mt ————— — 
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SCENE a Street. 


Enter Citizens with their Wizes. 


1.Cit- 'Ot work, Neighbours, very hot works Bells ringing, 
Con-fires flaming, Crackers flying, Conduits runs - 
ing, Engines playing, and Buts of Wine toiling about; like 
Ct.urch buckets in a fire. | 
2 Cit. Ay, ay.z *ewill be.a day of ſervize 3 therefore I think - 
it: convenient our leaky veſſels be lain by. 
Omnes, Agreed, agreed. . 
1Cit, Ycs Doxies, you muſt troop: home like obedient Wives, 
and expc& us as ſoon as:-we in our royal pleaſure ſhall think - 
ft to follow. | | 
1 om. © but Husband ! We have not ſeen the Fireworks. 
2 Wom. 'And-we never ſaw Firc-works finct we were marri'd. 
1:Cit, And now tor. the honcx:vf Matrimony ,, you- wou'd / 
mces 
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meet with ſome red nos'd, enginecring Corporal, and be ſquib'd 
for company» | ; 15:080 

2 Wom. Beſides 'tis a Holi-day, and Citizens Wives ſhou'd be 
abroad on Holi-days. 

1 Wom, The King has proclaim'd it, and it may be Treafon to 
go home before night. | 
- 1 Cit, We your Repreſentatives in the body politick, will ſtay 
till- morning, and be loyally drunk for the King. 

1 Wom. And we your Cyphers (if we can find any civil Gentle. 
men, as loyally affeed, asour ſelves) will do ſomething elſe for 
the King before morning, 

Omn. Wom. So farewel hitsbands. | Excunt Women, 

3 Cit, So, now we have the day before us» | 
2 Cit, The fear of Cuckoldome is removed, and we will be 
moſt obediently drunk at the Kings charges. 

Omnes, Away,away,we loſe time. [ Ex. ſhooting.God bleſs the King, 


Enter Soldiers drunk, with the former Women, 


I —_ The day. is our own, the Town ſurrenders, and I muſt 
raviſh. 

a Wom, OLord! Sir! 1am marricd. 

1 Sold. And 1 am a Cuckold-maker. 

1 om, O! but the fin of adultery is a double ſin, 

1 Sold. And I love double finning with all my heart : *tis a 
method we Soldiers uſe to cheat the Devil in counting : Forni- 
cation! Pox! *tis boys play, and Gown-men preach againſt it 3 
but juſtitie the rcaſonablencſs of Adultery by their own cxam- 
plc. [ He touzes ber, while the others ſpeak, 

2 Sold. S'buds! a Months pay 1s 
Nothing to thee : I cou'd kiſs thee to picccs. | 
" '2Wom. Well if my husband knew of the il! cuſtomes you 
bring into his family, hed look as terrible--- 

' 2 Sold. As a pair of horns can make him : but hang him Cuc- 
kold that muſt be, I nevcr fear an enemy, when I have won his 
Treiiches. -Come; come 3 faith you muli, faith you mull-- ha ! 


Enter former Citizens drunk, and ſinging, the women 
 frrick, and run out, the Soldiers ajter 'em, 


1 Cit. Our Counters rifled ! our Wivesraviſh'd, and we in the 
ſlate of Cuckoldome agen ! Iam drunk, deſperate, ard can hight 
tor the honor of ny vocaticn, and confution of Cuckold-makers- 


Scour, ſcour, ſcour, ———= [ Exexnts 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Palace. 
Enter Iſmael with ſeveral Lords. 


Uma. My Lords ! I never can enough return 
This Kingdoms thanks, for making him your care, 
Who is the life, and being of us all ; 
Tachmas\ the general wiſh of Perſia! 
The peoples longing, and the Courtiers ſoul! 
With what an eagerneſs the Sophy flew 
To meat your loves, and e*re you cou'd demand him, 
Refign'd the Provinces of greatclt truſt 
Through his Dominions, to his brothers care ! 


Lord. My Lord! his firange behaviour at the banquet, 


His ſtart of paſſion, and abrupt departure, 
Provokes our wonder. , 

Iſma, Truſt my experience in the Sophy's humour : 
The eye of time has ſeen him through, and through 5 
Trac'd him through every temper ot his ſoul, 
And ſhewn him naked to my ſtricteſt view : 
And from my obſervation of his youth, 
Up to his riper years, I dare athrm 
His foul enrich'd with all thoſe qualities, 
That can endear a Monarch to the world, 
»-- Put fee, he comes : within this hour, my Lords, 
Tle wait you in th* apartment of Semanthe, 
Where I have ſomething to propoſe 3 that may . 
Advantage the deſign. 

Lord, .VVe will not fail. 

Iſm, To loſe your heads, if you be there. 


Enter Seliman, 


" Selim. VVhy is my temper ſhaken with each breath 


Of flecting air, that's form'd into voice ? 

V Vhy have I not an equal maſtery 

Over my paſſions, with the reſt of men ? 

The Court is in an uproar with my follies 
Expos'd in publick; all my Friends ſtand mute 
Before me, not a Counſeller that dares 

Adviſe me, even flattery is dumb. 


_” x * 
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---T'le curb this folly.--- Ha ! Tſmacl here! 

Iſma. 1 find the poiſon works 3 'le ſhew my (elf, 

Selim. My fit xeturns, and all my promiſes 
Vaniſh at ſight of him : a thouſand doubts 
Start in my ſoul, and preſs'd to be refolv'd 
From his oraculous tongue.--- Yet why (hou'd I: 
Raſbly endanger all my future peace, 

To be inquilitive 'in that , may prove 

A laſting torment, and- at beſt can give 

But what I had before ?--- I will retire, 

And fo conceal my weakneſs,--- yet that were- 
But to betray it the moree-+-. 

Iſma. Great Sir ! to preſs upon your thoughtful hours, 
May prove my crime, *tis fit I wait at-diftance. 

Selim. No Iſmael !' 

Nothing of momententertains my thoughts :. 
Only ſome few reflections on my late 
Deportment at the Banquet. 

Iſma. The cauſe was ſure important, that cou'd ſhock. 
Your temper ſo, and in that general Joy. 

Selim, The cauſe Iſmael\ as thou lov'ſt my peace, 
Stop there 3. tho* much I fear thou'ſt gone too far :: 
Thowſh ignorantly toucht a jarring firing, | 
That quite untunes the orders of my. ſoul : 

And all the rules of temperance I propos'd, 
I; ſhall leap o're, if thus thou urge me on 
A ſecond time. 

Iſma. How Sir have I. offended ? | 

Selim.. Thy queſtions ftilt drive on to that diſcourſe, 
Fhat molt offcnds me: h 

Iſma. Better I nevcr ſpoke, than give-you trouble. 
* Selim. It were indecd.--- Nay thou muſt bear. with me 5; 
I: know thou wilt, Iſmael ! 'theretore ſpeak, 

And Ict thy thoughts flow. freely to thy tongue 5, 
As to my car thy words» Is not Semanthe 
All can be wilh'd in woman ?--- Ha! Not anſwer! 

Iſma.. T dare not, I-ſhall give you a new. diſturbance. . 

Selim, O now. thou art too hard upon my follics: 
I: know. this theam provok'd me at-the banquet, 
And truths in publick, are reſented, - | 
VVhich mect a. fair reception. in- our cloſets. 

Iſma. Then F' dare fpeak my thoughts : if I reſpc&- 
Semanthe, as the Goddeſs of your vows, | 
As. one, rais'd by. the merit of: your love 3 
Theo I muſt think. the _vextues: of her SCXg. 
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CFor ſure ſhe has the beauties) meet in her; 

But if as meerly woman I eſteem her, 

Allid to imperfc&ions, {ubje& to - 

Temptations, which her beauties will invite, 

And years allow off, with that tide of Youth 

Swelling through everie vein, ſparkling deſires, 

And circulating wiſhes to her heart: 

Pardon the freedom of tny own experience, 

I think this fruit, that ripens on the bough, 

And mcllows in the Sun*ſhine of the Court, 

Muſt ſomewhere fall. | 

Selim. A thouſand thoughts prey on my tortur'd ſoul, 

And whirling fancy turns my ſenſes round : 

»-» Yet ſtay»: *twas reafon all he uttered to me, 

And ſolid ſenſe; and may perhaps be true, 

Semanthe is a woman 3 

And who can fathom that deceitful Sex ? 

But by the flaming God, that rides above, 

Had & a circumſtance, a ſhew of truth, 

I wou'd not only drive the Sorcereſs hence, 


. But fink her lover in the ſhades for ever. 


Iſma, My Lord! knowing your violent paſſion 
For Semanthe, and her unnatural coldneſs 
Hoping to find the cauſe of all, by bribes 
I wrought upon a flave in truſt, who told me, 

How ſhe in private entertains a lover. 

Selim. In private ſay'ſt thou? ſure it cannot be; 
She! who like April months, ftill wept, and ſhone, 
Whoſe not one beauty was without a tear, 

Is ſhe, Hell! Furies ! Fiends! and Plagues! Unchaſt ? 

Iſms, My Lord--- 

Selim. She is, by Hell ſhe is; 

For all the tears ſhe ſhed, were liquid fire » 
Hot ſcalding bubbles of deſcending luſt, 
As 7apiter, rain'd down on Danae. 

Iſma, The Gods can witneſs for me, I believe 
Semanthe chaſt 3 as the untainted thoughts 
Of infancy 
Yet ſhe is a woman 3 and the niceſt ſure, 

That makes her modeſty her boaſted pride, 
May, when ſolicited with carneſt vows 


Of honourable love, without a crime 


Believe, where her own fancy prompts her- 


Selim. What honourablkc love can ſtory boaſt, 
: : D 2 Through 
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Through the recorded pages' of the dead, 

Equal to mine? in all my flame ot love, 

Whcn wild defires beat thick upon wy ſoul, 

And pows:r (the countenance of greatelt crimes) 
Urging me on, nay when my boiling -blood 

Has bluſh'd to fee me, for a womans coynels, 
Forgo my pleaſures3. not even then I ſwcar, 

Had I a look, a thought beyond her vertue. 

Iſma. I nced not-name your Erother, when I ſpeak. 
Your Rival maltcr of the charms of youth, 
Beauty,and courage 3- nay. moze thancheſe : one learn'd: 
In the ſoft way ot melting Ladics hearts, 

So artful in.the ſtory of. his patlion, 
That ſure no woman can relilt his. tongue, 
More than his cnemy his ſword in battle. 

Selim, O! *tis impotlible ! 

Iſms. By Heaven *tis true; *tis he alone 
Reſolves the frolly. weather in her ſoulz 
And warms her: into wiſhes.. 

Selim, Then be forgotten. ever- 

The ties of blood, fricnd{hip, and humanity; . 

You'r- empty narnes, and periſh all in him, 

No more my brother, but the worklt of villains. 
I:coud bchold him ſeated in my throne, 

Diſpoling Crowns, and Kingdoms through the Eaſt,. 
And pardon- his ambition :--- but my.love..:- 

Iſmz. He necds no pardon, who offends with power : : 
And ſho.:Id the Prince. with a firong hand maintain. 
His paſlion -to the weyld3 nay c:(e. your brow 
Of the Imperial load z.wzho can oppoſe him?. 

All offices arc his, your (word is his, 

To be cmp!oy'd againlt your royal lifes, 

If graticude pcrmit : and who is he,. 

In the w:14 tranſports of ambicious thoughts, 
And tolling on the billows of detire, | 
Thar for a niccty of: gocd, or. iN, TEE 
Wou'd quit the. joys ot Beauty, and a Crown ? 

Selim. No nore Iſinael) teil me when;and- where - 
1! nay bchold 'cm.:_ let thy working brain. 

Dut guide me to the place,-o-; | 

Tfma. That this does . £4 pees w4>,. [ ſhewing P! Key. 
This. Key diſcloſcs ,to'yow the. whole: Scene + 1, - - -  * 
Qf thcir forbidden, loves: within!this hour... - | 
Ehcy. meet .agen ta her Apartnyent, whac. 
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You may ſurpriſe *em. 
Selim, Attend me at that time, 

O I cou'd curſe my fooliſh, eafie nature ! 

---But I am calm as yet, 

The figure of my fury's lifeleſs drawn 3 

Rude, and unlike to what it ſhall be. 

O! thou ſhalt ſee the mendings of my rage : 

The manly daſhes of ſironger paſſion 

Shall paint the face of my revenge fo ghaſtly, 

Nature ſhall fart affrighted at the piece, 

And cry the work's not mine. [ Exit.. 
Iſma, Full charg'd, and like a- thunder. bolt, deſtructive, 

The Sopby flies to all- that ſhall oppoſe him :- 

——Tachmas will ſtand between him, and Semanthe 

—— But Seliman mult paſs through Tachmas to her : 

*Tis fo refolv'd, and liands like Heavens tixt poles! 

Come furies all, whip up my ſleeping envy, 

Laſh the lean, haggard Fiend, and make her foam: 

Lend me your ſcorpions, reach the pois*nous bow), 

That the green gall may. ſtain my venom'd blood; 

And my. infection raiſe a mad combuſtion. 

Then from the Port I will behold the Storm, 

And laugh at ruins, that my. plots. perform. [ Extt.- 


SCENE Semanthe's Apartment. 
Enter Tachmas, Semanthe, Lords. 


Tach ! why Semanthe, why theſe falling tears? 
I (wear, my Love, not the laſt drops of life 

Juſt fowving from my heart, are dearer to me, 
Thau, thoſe rich pearls, that trickle from thy Eies.. 
What on this joyful day! it muſt not be: 
Give mc thy: griefs, pour all thy ſorrows here, 
Here in my brealt, and pant within my arms: - 
Tho* fortune :frown, and every liar conſpire, 
Yet we* may love, Semanthe!. 

Sem. O my Lord! 
What Sun thall ſee you mine? Is there no power - 
Aſlifting to our love ? 

Tach, My dearer (elt!. 

K Lets 
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Let no fad thought poiſon this happy hour, 
The Gods have ſent us to begin our joys, 
No, my Semanthe! we will never part: 
For ever thus, thus in each others arms, 
Ages ſhall ſee us flouriſh, 

Sem, Yes you ſhall 
For ever be believed; for my poor heart 
Wou'd fain be fonded with the hopes of reſt. 
Yet there is ſomething here preſages ill : 
Were our loves Scene a bliſsful, fylvan Grove, 
And we, the happy tenants of its ſhade ; 
An humble rural pair, to all unknown, 
Plac't beneath Fortunes aim, we might be bleſt. 
But Oh ! the ſtorms, and tempeſts of a Court, 
The Rocks, the Quickſands, and toſſing Seas, 
That love muſt venture through to gain its port, 
Foil the moſt reſolute powers of my ſoul. 


Enter Seliman wnſeen with Iſmacl, and Arbanes. 


Selim, There needs no mores Iſmael, you retire, 
Whilſt Arbanes attends me. [ Exit. Iſmad. 
Sem. You know the Sopby long has ſought my loves 
And tho? I {wear I never will be his, 
Nor change the paſſion T1 have vow'd you long, 
For more than carth can give, or heaven beſtow 3 
Yet, O my Lord ! my fears are great for you : 
What horrid conſequence, what raſh effect 
Of wildeſt fury ought we not to dread 
From him, who when he knows his happy rival, 
Has power to execute his fatal will ? 
Tach. No my Semanthe! we are now ſecure 
From all the darts of Fortune : theſe my friends, 
Soon as I march to my new Government, 
Shall be your guard, and privately conveigh you 
To Georgea, which Pxovince your brave Father 
Had govern'd long, and but with death reſign'd:; 
®Tis now within my power, and I doubt not 
At ſight of you, but we ſhall have thoſe friends 
To join our cauſe, that may enable us 
To juſtihe our loves. 
Lords. In the publick name, 
We lay our lives, and fortunes at your feet, 
Selim. O! man me rcaſon 
| Ree 
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Reſirain the allies of my ſtarting paſſion, 
Which elſe will plung me in the gulph of madneſs. 

Sem, But if that gloomy minute ſhou'd approach, 
CAvert it heaven) when I am forc'd to looſe you 
(Forgive the Virgin fondneſs of my love) 
Where ſhou'd your poor Semanthe run for ſuccour ? 
Or ſhou'd I live to mourn your loſs for ever ? 

Tach. O ſtop not here! for ever bleſs my. cars 
With tne. delightful ſtory of thy love : 
My heart is raviſh'd with exceſſive joy, 
Leaps in my breaſt, 
And dances to the muſick of thy voice, 
O my Semanthe! let me die with rapture, 
Thus ſigh my ſoul out on thy Virgin boſome,. 
Thus preſs thee ſtill, for ever hold thee to me, 
Emplying the hoarded treaſure of my love, 
Till life be ſpent, and I fall pale before thee. 
What ſhall I fay to ſpeak thy wondrous vertue ? 
My tongue forſakes me, when I weu'd go on, 
Uncapable to form my dazling thoughts, 
And I can only gaze, and ſtill admire thee. 


Seliman coming forward. 


Selim, Gaze 'on, devour her all this look's thy laft. 
Sem. O heavens! we are betraid. 
Selim, O wondrous modeſty of guilt diſcover'd ! 
Ingrateful Slave ! I will not ſtoop to tell thee, 
How thou haſt baſcly wrong'd thy friend, and brother. . 
I did deſign thy death 3 but thank the powers, 
Thar have rceviv'd expiring nature in me : 
But fly, be gone to death, or baniſhment 3 
And all the publick offices you held 
By our permiſſion, here we take agen : 
The gencral fiaff, Arbanes, now is thine. 
Arb. My ſervice beſt; will ſpeak my gratitude. 
Selim. As Traitors to our Crown, ard Life, your Heads 
[ To the Lords: 
Are forfeit to our Laws: . but meet ignobler fates. | 
Madam, your Sexes folly pleads your cauſe 3. 
But think on him no more 3 learn to forget 
A ſlave ſo much unworthy, 
Arbanes, thou attend upon Semanthe, 
And guard .her, as thou. wouldſi thy lite, awaye 4 
ach. 


24 The Loyal Brother,Or, 
P 7ach. If in my better fortune I have ever 
Deſerv'd thy love, 
Grant me a parting minute with Semanthe 3 
And in return, my life - 
Shall be too ſhort, to ſhew my gratitude. | 
Arb. My Lord! the time requires a ſhort farcwel, 
And you mult make it ſo: I know there are 
A thouſand tender things for you to ſay, 
Unfit for me to hear: | 
Thercfore my Lord,the guards ſhall wait without. Exit. weth Cuardsy, 
Tach. Now my Semanthe! | 
Sem, O my moſt lov'd Lord! : 
Support me, for my ſpirits die within me, 
At the leaft mention of thy baniſhment. 
Tach. Look up my ſtar, my ſhining happineſs; 
Dart through the gloomy Winter ot our tortunc, 
And ſmile upon me: 
Let us deceive our miſeries a while 
Talk of the joys of love, and never think 
Of parting ; gricf wi'] come too faſt upen us, 
Sem. Methinks already in ſome bartbarous wild, 
Like a benightcd Traveller, I walk ; 
Viewing with watry Eics the ſinking Sun, 
Arcd night diſplaying her fad Enſigns round : 
No friendly Village near me, all betore. 
A horrid maze ot dcath, without a guide 
To chear my heavy ſteps 3 deſpair, and death! 
Owilt thou ne're return to glad my foul, 
And muſt we never, never meet agen! 
Tach, My ſouls laſt treaſure! how I part from thee, 
How far above the world, I prize thy love, 
The Almighty ſcarchers of the mind can tell: 
But ſince irrevocable fate has doom?®d 
That I m.uſt ne're be happy 3 O hcar my wiſh 
For thy content, and future peace of mind / 
———]Tt mattcrs not what ſhall become of me. 
When Iam gone for ever from thy ſight, 
Forget that wretched Tachmas cver was 
O! think not on the wretch, for that will grieve thee : 
Put give thy love to royal Seliman, += 
Give him that Heart, that once was mine 3 thoſe vows, 
That ſpotleſs faith thou gav'ſi to me : which (lince 
*Tis for your peace) you Gods / I here rcſignz 
Here on this Altar ligh you all away. | Kiſſing her hand, 
| Sem, 
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Sem. O moſt unkind / why do you uſe me thus? 
Or wou'd you have me think you never loy'd, 
That thus you wiſh me from you? - 
Tach. My love! 
My dearer (elf! thou miracle of woman ! 
For what recorded ſtory ever told 
One of thy Sex ſo fond of miſery ? 
Let w live wretched then, and ever love 
So truly love, that the relenting Gods 
At laſt in juſtice may redreſs our wrongs, 
And bring us ſafe unto each others arms. 
Sun. Q! if I ever prove untrue to Tachmas 3 
May I reſign my honor to a flave, 
Be brandcd a vile, common proſtitute, 
And- only known by the black marks of ſhame. 
Tach, O I cou'd hear thee ever : but thus reſoly'd 
Let's try to part» 
Sem, Oyou mult firſt begin z ! 
For my heart's fond, and ſure to ſay -farewe), 
Wou'd break it quite» 
Tach. Farewecl Semanthe! witneſs all you Gods, 
To you I recommend this weighty charge: 
O guard her innocence, and ſecure her faith, 
(For ſure ſhe will be firongly tempted from me) 
That if our kinder fiars ſhou'd guide me home, 
To theſe lov'd arms, our ſouls may. meet in joy. 
Sem, My heart's execeding heavy: falling tears 
Dazle my fight, and won't let me ſee you: 
O do not leave me yet! 
' Tach. 1 muſt be gone: 
If I ſtay longer we are both undone 
My Eics wou'd ever on that obje& dwell; 
— —But we muſt part— farewel. 
Sem. Farewel — farewcl., 
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ACT. IIUSCENET 


Enter Seliman ——_ Semanthe. 


Selim. He aibborn rocks are' — by pouring floods: 
But you,.tho* caver'd. with -a conſtant dew, 


Like weeping marble, 


Give me v0 hopes, but are as hand as eycr.. 


Sem. Learn hope from widow?d Turtles, 
Or from the melancholy Philomet, * 
Who percht all night alone. in ſhady Groves, 


Tuncs her ſoft vgice to. Tad complaints - of Love; + 
Making her life one great harmonious wo. 


Selim. Cannot Pattolus ſtrand, nor Tags ſtream, 
Nor. heaps of Peggzl,jqin'd with a Penfign Crown, _ 
Bias your thoughts, or poiſe a Subje&ts loye 2 
Sem. Tho' your: widg Empire; with expanded Wings, 
Flew o're the Eaſt,. farther than GCyrys led: it 
Tho? the Sun tenanted his courſe from yau, 
And the rich Tnd/a», world. confcf{*d your _—_ 
I wou'd prefer my; Taghmar;.my. loy'd Lord,. 
To all the Pageanyries:of gaud y POWere, . 


Tachmas' whaſe yang byt: mention'd;, warms my! /heate | 


Life of my hopes | ;and chaxmer_ of 'my-{qult: | 

Selim. You were not form'd to run. in:natures herd; 
Sultry, and clbow*d in the crowd: of - flaves : 
Theſe matchleſs beauties ſhau?d; ors a throne, | 1.7640 
Plac't eminently in a] hinjng Orb, ro bir oe8 2 


' Dart life, or death in every awful. Jook-- 


1n Sm 1O T achmas ! didſi thou kngwy 1: .. 
How my affaulted faith maintains the feld,. 
Sure thou wou*dſt fly to my afliftance. 

Selim. O Madam! taſte the pleaſures of a Throne :. 
The ſweets of nature always blow around us: 
Fate cannot reach us : 

The ills the ſcatters through the Lower world, 


| Like Vapours, vaniſh cre they gain our height : 


Þoys. flow untainted from the: bounteous _—_ 
Which the poor Subje& takes at ſecond hand : 
No noiſe moleſis us but what muſick makes 3 
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Cool, gentle breezes fan our hotter hours, i 
While we look down, ahd view the ſweating worl1. 
See,at your feet I offer all my greatneſs, X 
My Love, my Life, yet all too little far 
To purchaſe one dear look, one pitying. ſmile. - 
Sem. O riſe my royal Lord! why thoit'd you kneel 
To me? why do you hold me thus ? 
Selim. Why doſt thou turn away? 
Sem. I muſt be gone» - 
Selim, What ! not a look / not one dear finile,'to chear 
My famiſh'd love, mv: ſad deſpairing heart ! | 
But my too happy rival will difpenſe 
With this--= thus, thus I print my foul $ Fiſſng her hand ſz 
breaks from him. 
Ha ! gone ſo ſoon! nay then *tis time to fpeak: 
By all the pangs of love, if thus you leave me, 
Thus tortur'd with the. violence of- my paſſion, 
Your Lovers blood alone ſhall quench my rage. 
Sem. Ah! where ſhall confſtancy- meet a reward ? 
Where ſhall that poor, abandon'd vertue flic ? 
For her *tis perſecuted to. undoing. 
Selim, *Tis not his baniſhment that ſhall ſuffice : 
That I appli, as a fafe remedy,  - | 
In hopes you wou'd forget him -by degrees : 
But ſince I find th* infection fpreads upon you, 
I muſt be quick, and ſnatch the ſharpeſt cure : 
And ſince he only bars my happineſs, 
His death ſhall guide; me on-my way: to bliſs; [Exits 
Sem. O leave me nat with that defiruQtive ſound! 
My Lord ! Oh ſtay! Ohear me, &re you 'go : 
— He's gone, and may perhaps intend it too: 
Ah! No; Hyremian Tigers woud not hurt my Love: 
n—_—_—_}\\t a rcvcngeful, furious Rival may. 
Tachmas and death ! O: keep *emvdiftant Heayen ! 
For like deſiroying Planets, if they meet, 
My ruine's certain; Some* God”infpire thy min, 
In this wide maze of death, a path to find, 
That leads me to the means, how I may fave 
My Love or that, that leads me to my Graves | Exit. 
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SCENE E charges to the Conntry. 
Exter Oſman with ſeveral Officers. 


Oſm. FP hence he cannot be ; 
And by the Villages diſcription, 

It mult be the Prince, they ſaw- 

1 Offi. 'Tis ſtrange that miſery ſhoud be fo filent : 
The birdsin mournful Notes ſhould ſhare his griefs, 
Each Grove ſhouw'd eccho the fad accents back, 
And every bark contain the fatal ſtory, 

2 Offi. Let's ſeparate 3 he cannot ſcape our ſearch. ſExeunt. 


Enter Tachmas, 


Tach. Greatneſs (the earneſt of malicious fate 
For future woe) was never meant a good z 
Baitcd with gilded ruine, *tis caſt out 
To catch poor eafie man. 
What is't to be a Prince ? 31 
To have a keener ſenſe of our misfortunes : 
That's all our wretched gain. 
The Vulgar think us happy 3 and at.diſtance, 
Like ſome fam'd ruinous pile, we ſeem to flourith : 
But we, who live at home, alone can tell 
The fad diſquiets, ard decays of peace, 
That always haunt the dwelling, 
O ambition! Bi , 
How ſtrangely doſt thou charm the minds of men! 
That they will chooſe to ſtarve on mountain tops, 
Rather than taſte the plenty of che Vale. 
Had my kind ftars delign'd my fortune here; 
Bred among Swains,. with my Semanthe by me, 
The conquering beauty of ſome neighbouring village 3 
What Ages of content might I have paſt, 
Till time had quencht both Life, and Love together ? 
But O! I never more muſt think of peace : 
Semanihe's gone for cver : O Semanthe ! [ Exit, 


Re-Emters with Officers. 


Tach. Cone to my Arms, my Warriers! theſe are they 
| : x Who 
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Who in the piercing Winter 'of our fortune, 
Cling to our ſapleſs ſides, and keep us warm. 
Once more let me endear you to my heart : 
And now, my friends, part we like Soldiers here z 
All to our ſeveral fates: fight for the King, 

As I have done, and may your ſervices 

Be better paid. 

Ofm. Ott have we ſeen fate hovering ore our Camp, 
In all the bloody horrors of a War 5 
Nor have we left our General at the view : 

And ſhall we herc deſert him baſcly ? here ? 
Where only hunger, or ſome trivial want, 
(Which war has turn'd to nature in us) threatens? 

1 Off. Fate cou'd not part our fortunes in the War, 
Nor ſhall ſhe now. 

Oſm. Were thoſe ſoft flaves of leachery, and eaſe, 
To hcad an Army 3 thoſe who thus have wrong'd you - 
How wou'd they voice it o're and o're for Tachmas 
To come, and blunt the edge of War agen ! 

2 Off. Eaſe natures always hate, where they'r oblig'd. 


Enter Arbanes with a Gard. 


Arban, My Lord! I come empowr'd to take 
You Priſoner, as Traitor to the State. 

Tach. A Traitor ! 

Prethee forbear me that,and I rcfign 
My ſelf to juſtice up, without the ſtain 
Of thy black blood upon my innocence. 
Arb. 1 come not here to talk, 
Oſm, There's not a Life here, 
Which fondly you eſteem within your power, 
But muſt be fold at dearer rates of blood, 
Than you, and all your crowd of guards can pay, 

Tach. Yet hold, my generous friends! I mult not thus 
By diſobedience to my Kings command, | | 
Ra(hly forgo my glory : it he think fit 
To take my life, or make it yet more wretched 3 
My loyalty ties up my forward Sword, 

And teaches ſilently to ſuffer all. 
And now a long farewel : live to enjoy 
A better fortune in your Princes favour.  Exis, with Arbanes, 
10f. Lets to the Army, | 
Where noble ſouls will not be wanting to 
Ad 


Aſſiſt our canſe, and turn the Princes fate, 
Oſm. T'le to Court, | 
Where if kind Fortune favour my deſigns, 
I may prove ſerviceable, - [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


I —_—— aw 
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SCENE the Pallace.. 


Emter Scliman, Iſmael. 


Selim. CInce fate has put the Traitor in my power 3 
| My. juſtice, ſhall have Wings. | 
Iſms. The harmleſs beaft bows to the ſacred Knife 
But *tis to keep off thunder from our crimes, 
And to make friends in heaven ; but what? Oh ! what 
Can you propoſe by taking Tachmas Life ? 
Thus you not. only throw your ſhield: away 
From your unguatded Head, but do incite 
The long forbearance of the Gods againſt you, 
Selim. Has he not dar'd my Crown, as well as Love ? 
Has he not ſton into; ney Armies hcarts? 
Nay more, when I'had baniſh'd him my Court, 
Has he not countenanc*'t Rebellion: in 
My diſaffc&cd Captains? 
All this thou know'ſt, and yet would'ſt have me ſpare him, 
Iſmas Only great Sophy, as he! is your Brother 3 
For by the Gods were he a private man, 
My Sword ſhou'd reagh/the Villain in his heart : 
But as he is the Prince, your Peoples, Iddl, 
And one that ſhares your blpod,you may forgive, 
Selim. Since he: is Great,and makes my Crown his aim, 
A politick juſtice does perlwade his death ; 
A Bramble.ne're- can-ſpring up to. a Cedar 
But a tall 'Pines:upori a Mountains to 
May grow my Rival, and perhaps o're look me. 
He dies to night, by the. bright God. he does: 
A S:affold ſhall the:Traitors: Head Tecicve:3 : 
- And publick juſtice ſend. him to his Grave, [ Exit, 
Iſma. Becauſe I ſecm for Tachmas, therefore I love him3 
_ Thus he concludes 3 but: the. illation's falſe, 
. As. te/might. Gueſs by. my. faint Rhetorick : 
I wou'd 8s loath obtain the ſuit F move. for, 
As Lawyers brib'd againſt the, cauſe, they plcad : " 
| ut 
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— But thus I'm unſuſpedted of his death. 
—— O! there's the pleaſure, ſo to work the crowd, 


That their beft thoughts, may Crown our vilanics, 
And frame us honeſt evin in the at cf miſchict. 


Enter Sunamire to him, 


Sun. Thus far ſucceſs has led our Plots along, 
And expeQation been paid with intereſt : 
Bur ſhou'd theſe fail (which wou'd be vain to fear}. 
My teeming brain holds a Minervz flill, 
' Tlat with unerring miſchief wou'd fupply me. : 
Iſma, Madam, there necdsno more; with wondro usskill 
You've rais'd the antick machine up, and now . 
Mov'd by an inward power, *twill a& alone : 
Whilſt we, like Sailers tacking for the wind, 
Mount on the deck at laſt, with full blown fails 
Drive onward to our Port, and proudly ride 
On dancing billows down the foaming. 
Sun. How are my ſpirits haunted by rcvenge ? 
— But I can more ſuſtain : 
Nay, ſtab this breaſt, to. plague my happy Rival, 
And that raſh ſcorner of my- proffer*d love. 
Iſma. Semiramis no more ſhall be ador'd 
In Story 3 female ſpirit never mention'd more : 
But Sznamire ſhall fill the checks of fame, 
And in the roll of women be the leading name. 
Sun, The hour grows big with fate. — but let's away, 
And place a guard on every courtiers Eie, 
As Seamien watch in ſtorms th? inconſtant Skie. [ Exennt« 


—_———_R_=R 


The SCENE draws ſhows Tachmas 0n 4 
Scaffold, Guards, SpeFators, &c. 


Tach. Eath we ſhou'd prize, as the beſt gift of nature 3 : 
' As a ſafe Inn, where weary Travellers, 

When they have journicd through a world of cares, 

May put off Life, and be at reſt for ever 3 

If *cwere in private, void of Pomp, and ſhow : _ 

But groans, and weeping friends, and ghaſtly blacks . 

Difiratt vs with their ſad folemnity :; 

1he preparation is th* Executioner: _ 

For death unmask*d ſhews us a friendly face, 

And only is a terror at a diſlance : X 
or 
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For as the Line of Life condufts us on 

To this great Court, the proſpc& ſhows more fair. 
*Tis raturcs hoſpital, that's always open 

To take us in, when we have drain'd the ſweets 
Of lite, or worn ovur daies to Age, or wretchedneſs. 
Then why ſbou'd I] delay? or tondly fcar 

To «mbrace this ſoft repoſe, this laſt retreat ? 

12 who like bloſlomes withering on the bough, 
Dicd in my birth, ar.d a!moli was born old. 


Enter Scliman, Iſmael, Arbanes, Attendants. 


Ifins. Yet Sir! turn back althoa criminal, 
He is your brother 3 and, to ſee him blecd, 
(So gentle is the-temper of your foul) 
Will raiſe your very. thoughts in Arms againſt you : 
Nature and Juſtice, like contending tides, 
Will drive you from the calmnets of your mind : 
And what the conſcquence may be; how fatal 
To ycur peace, none knows, but all ſhou'd dread ; 
Thercfore, my Lord, I beg you. 
Selim Urge no more : 
I tell thee /ſmael, Tl ſtand unmcy'd, . 
Pchold him fall a _ ſacrifice 
To my Ambitionz and my injur'd Love, 
As unconcern''d,as *twere a common fate. 
Tach. Altho ſufficient reaſons urge my death 3 
| Yet, O great Sir! I never cou'd imagine 
It wou'd rejoite you to bthold me blecd: 
Here I confeſs you have outgone my thoughts. 
Arb., By hell I read concern th? Sophy*s looks : 
Iſma. Hel never ſtand it out. 
Tach, Yet cre this fleeting being diſappcars 3 
Before I leave the world, let me avow 
The loyalty, and firmneſs of my foul, 
Bcfore this preſence, to jmperial power. 
And by th' expcance of eternal ref 
To all my paſt calamities, in death 3 
By all the thouſand longings of my foul, 
Now at my parting minute 3 O! I ſwear, 
That through ny Life, in all the Fields I fought, 
And conquer'd in your cauſe, I never bled 
With more content, and fatisfaQtion 
(When crimſon conquett claſpt me in her arms, 


And 
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And lawreld triumphs. welcom'd my return) 
Than now Icmpty all the ſprings of Life, 
Open each vein, and as the laſt great due) 
Offer the ſcarlet treaſure of my heart, 
In dread obedience to your high command. 
Selim. *Tis rehel Nature factions in my breaſt 
But *tis refolv'd, Iam not to be mov'd. 
Tach. Since Fate ordain'd Semanthe's charms to be 
The fatal prize of our contending Loves 
Since I muſt loole her 3 with my lateſt breath, 
That facred Relique, of my foul, that all 
The Riches, Empire, that my heart rejoic'd in, 
I here reſign to your cternal care. | jel 
O take her Sir / and be for ever bleſi, 
Be blcſt far far above all humane thought 3 
For endlcſs joys are in that Heaven ot Love. 
A thouſand Cupids dance upon her ſmiles, 
Young, bathing Angels wanton in her Eies, 
Melt in her looks, and pant upon her breaſts; 
Each word is gentle, as a Weltern breeze, 
That fans the infant boſome of the ſpring, 
And every tigh more Rofie than the morn : 
——— The thought inſpires my ſoul 3 butTI have done : 
O! keep her cloſe to the buſineſs of your Loves 3 
Impoſe a mighty task of plcaſing toil 
Upon her give her not time fo think on Tachma ; 
For if ſhe does, ſure ſhe will give a tears 
And Oh! Iwoud not have Semanthe weep z | 
Tho? the dear dew wou'd make my aſhes flouriſh in my tomb. 


Begona Enters attended, in great diftration, 


B:g, O hoxror! horror ! torment to my Eies! 
Why was I doom'd to this unhappy day ? 
Why gave I not my felt to be devour'd 
With your great father, in his ſilent tomb, 
Rather than thus in my declining Life, 

Have my diſtracted bowels rent, and ga(ltd 

By two lov'd Sons, in an unnatural firite ? 

Sce where ſiript innocence, with brow Auguſt, 
Screnely bids defiance to the Ax; 

As it his ſoul were School'd 'to ſuffer wrong ! 
Ah! have you Eies? or are -you marble turn d? 


No, no the marble weeps, yet has no Eics, 
F Ah! 


4 OOO. I wm > 


OI” 7 OOO OE er Gs —— _ 


34 Tbe Loyal Brother Or, 


—- Ah! go not from me 3 *tis a Mother begs, 

And as a Mother muſt not be retus'd ; 

*Tis but an cafic boon, tiny Tachmas Life 

A brothers Life, a Life lefs his than yours, 

But mine in chicf : Then whither wou*d your rage? - 
Like Twlli#triumph o'rc a'Parents wounds? 

Selim. My guards confine the Queen to her Apartment 
Till Executions paſt. 

Arb. Curſe on thele Land-Syrens > what brave deſigns 
Have been undone, by liſtning ro women ? 

Beg. Ah! muſt your Empires hopes, your peoples joys, 
The wiſhes of good men, be facrific'd | 
To a fantaſtick Idol, that uſurps | 
The heat of paſſion, to appear' a God in 
But in cool blood ſeems monfirous, as a fury ? 

Such is revenge : if fo, then ſtop not here, 

Let your licentious fury ſweep a long, | 

And make a Mothers death-compleat the Scene 

Of moſt triumphant murder: rip this womb, 

That formn'd him yet an Embrion, and gave 

Him being, to diſplcaſe you : gaſh theſe veins, 

That rob'd themſelves of vigor; to ſupply 

His infancy with firength to a& againſt youz 

Strike, ſtab, anddrown this conteſt in my blood. 
Selim. Are my commands diſputed? | The guards advance. 
Beg. Off. you flaves!/ 


' Fs there no filial duty to a parent? 


No vertue in a Mothers tears, to (tir 
Obedience in a Son ? then 1 will kneel, 
Thus, like a Vaſlal, follow on my knees, 
And never leave purfuing. 


Semanthe Enters in great diſorder, and throws 
her ſelf at his feet. 


Selim, This face of fatal ſorrow does confound me 
Nor can I ſtand this teft. 
Bego, Sem. Ah! go not from us. [ Both hold bim. 
Bzg. Faſt as a drowning wretch, Ple graſp your knees 
To the laſt plunge of Lite. 
Sem. Thus pale, and dying, 
With my diſhevel'd Hair, i*le bind you to me: 
Drag me you may, or daſh me to the ground, 
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Till your wild rage ſhall ſpurn me to my grave. 
O! can you view the violence of my griet, 
That throws me grovecling on the pavement thus, 
Torn with diſtraction, raving 3 yet not give 

A look,a figh, one tender pitying word 

To raiſe me' from deſpair,— 

Sce, ſee, he turns away from my complainings, 
My ſobs, my groans, and ſwoonings : O recal, 
Revoke the vigor of your dooming voice: 

Tho? you have faid it, yet you have not ſworn 
My utter ruine, - 

Beg. If you perſiſt to take your brothers Life, 
(Oh hear what my preſaging ſoul divines! ) 

No Hiſtory ſhall offer an excuſe : 

Mothers ſhall curſe your- memory, Nurſes fright 
Their crying Infants with your horrid Talc. 
But if it ſhall be ſaid in after times, 

How in the height of madneſs, 

When nothing cou'd arreſt your lifted hand, 
Your piety diſarm'd you: | 

What fair opinions then ſhall Crown your duſt? 
How brighe will your example ſhine in ſtory ? 
Your name will be invok'd, as a ſure charm 
To excite obedience 3 Mothers early teach 
Their children reverence, by reciting you : 
And is not this more worthy, than the fame 
Ot that imperial paricide of Rome ? 

Sem, Mercy is ſtill a vertue, and moſt priz'd, 
When hope of pardon leaves us : O! then ſpeak, 
Speak in the voice of ſome relenting God 3 
Diſpell the general conſternation, 

That hangs, like night, upon the face of Perſia, 
And be ador'd above the riſing Sun. 

Beg. By all the hopes, that rip'ned in my womb, 
That ſweetned the hard labour of my pains, 
And promis'd at thy birth, with infant ſmiles, 

A world of comfort to thy Mothers Age! 
Q! I conjure you pity my complainings, 
And give my Tachmas to theſe falling tears. 

Sem. By fame. 

Beg, By Nature, by your Fathers duſt. 

Sem. By the bright Throne of Cyrus. 

Beg. By the Sun, 

And all thoſe Stars, that ever bleſt this Land 
F 2 With 
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With their auſpicious influence, | 
Sem. He yields, he melts, I read it in his looks : 
A bluſh confus'dly wanders in his Cheeks; 
And now he rurns away. O bleſſed change / 
Beg. O matchlefs vertue! happy, happy day ! 
Iſma. Be pleas'd great Sir ! retire: 
Nature may turn the beam of juſtice. 
Selim, What-! ſhall we turn Salvages in natures field ? 
-—©O riſe my Royal Mother ! riſe Semanthe ! 
Yes you have conquer'd, and I bluſh to think, 
I cou'd fo long relift ſuch wondrous vertue. 


Beg. What tongue can ſpcak the rapture of my ſoul? 
Fm loſt in joy. | , 

Sem. You Gods! that hoard up: bleſſings to reward. 
Tranſcendent vertue, here exhau{t your tore 
And it a Virgins prayers, or wiſhes can 
Add the leaft grain to the vaſt heap, O take *em :- 

Yet all will be too little, for this goodnels. 

Arb. Hell ! Plagues ! and Dcath ! here's your policy : 
Had I bcen heard, the buſineſs had been done, 
Without this Ceremony. | [ To Iſmael. 

Selim. Live Tachmas | live come to thy brothers arins 3 
Think him no more a Monſter, paricide, 

A Wolf, that lives vpot the team: of bluod-: 
T've loti my brutal nature, and am man 
Agen, merciful gentle as the firſt. 

Tach. What means my Royal Lord ? 

Selim. Ah! wound me not. 

With the xcmembrance of my hated aCtions, 

Which ſhun the light, and' fain wou'd be forgotten. 
I wou'd compleat' the general joy, 

And give theCrown of all, Semanthe to thy Love; 

But dare not, while a breath of paſſion ſtirs me : 

But Tachmas ! raiſe thy expecation high : 

Let fancy revel. in a thouſand. forms 

Of joys, yet uninvented. by mankind : 

For vertue wins. apace upon my foul : 

My toſſing thoughts will' ſoon be rock'd in calms, 

And then Semanthe ſhall be wholy thine, 

Thus at the Jaſt the beaten: voyager, 

Having out-liv'd the ſtorm, does homeward. ſteer, 

Kecounts his dangers, in a jocund vein, 

Preſents to the lite the: fury of the main, 

Paints every Wave 3. but ne're will out again::. 
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So ſince my vertue has the Conqueſt won 3 
The memory of what's alrcady cone, 
Shall awe, and daſh my rebel paſſions down. | Exeunt On:nes. 


_ 


ACT IV. SCENET. 


Enter Iſmael, Sunamire, Arbanes. 


Sun. Hus long with pains, and toil, we've heav'd a tone 
To the hills top, and now it tumbles on us. 
j Curſe on thoſe Plots, that gives us endleſs labour. 
I/ma. Had our revenge (et out low-pac'd, and calie, 

It had with cqual might waintain'd the courſe, 
And reach'd untir'd the Goal of our deſigns : 
Put a too violent ſpeed has ruin'd all. 
As an unpractic'd Seaman, in a ftorm, 
Plies all his Sail to the unruly winds, 
To wing him to a Port s and never thinks 
That the uneven Veſſel is o'repowr'd 
Till he too late laments his ignorance, 
And every billow offers him a Tomb. 

Arb. The Baſis, on which all our deſigns were foundcd, 
Is overturn'd 3 the Sophy*'s Love abates3 
And now *tis rumour'd through the Court, that ſoon 
He*l give Semanthe up to Tachmas arms. 

Sun, Firlt let the trame of nature be diffolv'd- 
Lct Sunamire be duſt, and laid in earth 3 a5 8 
Deep as the Center 3 elſe they. are not ſafe 
From the contrivance of a rivals rage. 
Tho'I both hate his perſon, and his Love 3- 
Yct but to ſee him in anothers arms, 
Wouwv'd give we ſpeedy death. 
W hat ! (hall Semanthe triumph in my ſpoils ? 
Shall the enjoy him all ? whilſt T- ftand wiſhing, 
And like a ſpirit damn'd, am xob'd of hope ? 
O Hcell! it mads my rcaſon but to think on't, 
I ſhall Become their May-game3 
At their looſe intervals ot calmer Love, 
She*l hang upon his lips, and beg him tell 
The ſtory of my paſſi>n ore agen 3 
Which he relatcs, and with a ſcornful (mile, 


Adds 
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Adds to my ſhame, to make the Girl more vain. 

And muſt this be whilt I have being? no 

The thunder rages in my breaſt for ventz 

Here, here it rouls to make its violent way 3 

And now it burſts: the flaming bolts are hburl'd : 

$ce, {ee 3 the Lovers are diſpers'd, and ſcatter'd, 

Whiskt up into the air, like Summers dult 

By whirlwinds. [ Exit, 
Iſma, She grows big with new deſigns, 

And theſe dire pangs foretel their birth at hand. 
Arb, *Tis woman only helps us at a ſtand. [ Exerunte 


Tachmas croſſing the Stage, 


Tach. Where ſhall I fly to ſhun this ſolitude ? 
My melancholy haunts me every where : 
And not one kindly beam pierces the gloom 
Of my dark thoughts, to give a glimpſe .of comfort. 
Here, as in Eden once, tho? all things mile, 
Tho nature plays the predigal, and gives 
Large handed, what our boundleſs wiſhes crave 
Yet diſcontentedly T roam abour, 
And cannot taſte the pleaſurcs of the place. 
The Court ſcems all a crowded Wilderneſs, 
Where I appear, like the firſt man, forlorn 3 
Whilſt each created being elſe enjoys, 
In happy pairs, the fellowſhip of Life: 
And it his loanly State he did bemoan, 
And wiſh an Eve, when woman was unknown, 
What wou'd he have done, had he been forc'd from her, 
Soon as he found her fortunately fair ? [ Exit. 


Re-enter Sunamire with a Letter, Arbanes, Iſmacl- 


Sun. Brother, this Letter is your care 
And tho to mc, direqed from the Prince, 
Yet it mult fall into Semanthe*s hands. 
Arban. A flave attendant on her perſon, 
Shall do the bulineſs. 
Sun. Vie make a viſit to Semanthe,and 
Prepare her by degrees to meet the news 3 
Which, when the finds confirm'd in this forg'd Letter, 
Muſt work effe@s proportion*d to our hopes. _ 
Iſma. O you'r the very ſpirit, and foul of plotting ! 


No- 
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Nothing within the circuit of invention, 
Can ſcape your ſearching thoughts. 
Sun, Since nothing cou'd be hop'd for from the Sopby ; 
This, as the fitteſt way,I did propoſe, 
To work cach others ruine from themſelves. 
Iſma. About it, Madam, looſe not this preſent now 3 * 
This minute's worth a year of common hours, 
Arban, If this plot fail, then heaven ! the fault js yours. [ Exerunt 


Semanthe melaneholy in her Apartment, 


Sem. Did time but circumſcribe my miſcries, 
F'de live upon the hopes of being bleſt, 
And travel chearful through my youth, to come 
In the evening of my Lite, and die within his arms. 
Has not the Sopby paſt his royal word 
To make us happy ? why then ſhow'd I fear? 
Alas! my fooliſh heart! how ſoon thou*'rt wrought on! 
No, no fond hopes,you flattering torments hence 3 
You ſmile upon mes to betray me on | 
To new deſpairs, and hereI caſt you from me : 
For, Chymiſt like, I waſte my tedious Lif: 
In vain expecance, and at laſt die poor. 


Enter Sunamire to ber. 


Sun. Semanthe weeping! what can fortune mean ? 
Now, when the Majetty of Peyfia comes, 
In all his royalties, and pomp of power, 
Like a deſcending God, to Court you to him, 
Thus to be ſeen in tears provokes my wonder. 
Sem. Alas! is it fo firange to view me in 
That garb of ſorrow, which I daily wear, 
And never will put off, till my lov'd Lord, 
My Tachmas preſence ſhall diſpel theſe Clouds. 
Sun. O Madam! he muſt be forgotten now: 
Let not his memory debar your thoughts, 
From all that Indizn world, thoſe golden Joys, 
Which an Imperial Lover offers to you. 
Sem, Where wou'd thy language point me ? O my fears! 
Sun. Tachmas no longer ftruggles with his fate, 
To force impoſlibilitiesz and ſince 
Heaven has deſign'd you for the Sopby's bed 3 
He bows to th* immortal will, and has rcſfolv'd 
(Rather 
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(Rather then rob your merits of a Crown) 
To wean his heart for evcr, from yoar charms, 
And fix his wiſhes to ſome humbler Maid, 
Whoſe beauties, as they are not <nvi'd, 
Have ſtore of happineſs. to fecd content. 

Sem, Had I a Faith beyond the ignorant, 
I cou'd not credit this. O Sznamire! recal 
The flecting air, that bears the ſound away, 
Or from this hcur (tho the divineſt truth 
Spoke in thy words) ne're hope to be belicy'd. 
Tho' we are wretchcd, it ſhall n&re be aid, 
That fortune took the advantage .of. our crimes, 
To make us ſo. Tachmas has all the truth 
Of heaven 3 ſo pure, ſo white, ſo innacent : 
No woman that has cver known the arts 
Of cozening man, will think him of the kind. 

Sun, Madam, I'm forry I ſhou'd be the firli 
To bring unwelcome news. 

Sem. And yet my Sunamire! thou wert my fricnd, 
My boſome friend 3 and why ſhoud'ſt thou betray me ? 
Ah 7 no; I tind it now 3 *tis all a truth, 

All that thou ſayeſt : my Tachmas is o'recome 
By this laſt gencrous uſage of the Sophy, 
Ard I am (old to ruine : 

And it was kind in-thee, moſt like a friend 
To come, and give me all my fate at once, 
And not behold me languiſh in my pains. 


No S#zamire ! this poor torſaken Maid 


Shall not out-live her ſhame: yet ere I die, 
May I not know -my happy rivals name? 
$#n. Now all the ſubtilty of woman aid me. | Aſide. 


Alas! how am I-wrought into an crror, 


A maze of folly by my indifcrction ! 

I cou'd not think you yet retain'd a thought 

Of Tachmas, thcretore ignorant]y preſt too tare 

In me to anſwer, wou'd appear inſulting : 

Therefore I beg, you'd ſpare my modcliy 

The bluſh, my tongue the vanity to tell, 

What ſoon from cvcry niouth will firike your ears. 
Sem. Infinuating fiend! I ſce thee through 

That painted vizor of thy flattering friend(hip, 

With all thy deviliſh fRiraragems a going. 

Now I perccive, what I fo long ſuſpeced, 

Thy love to Tachmas : and now thoa conv to raiſc 

My 
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My Ws ſome finifter | ends +: | 
But to this point 'm fixt* that ſhou'd the earth , 
Depoſe his falſhood in a general voicez | '': |! - 
Nay, call is tongues of Angels to evan its 
I wou'd not think it of him. 

Sun. Know then as to the conqueſt of thePrinces. 
Whoſe inclinations: you. ſo firmly fixes '/ +1 
'Twas got ſo cafily, Ido not think. | 
It worth a triumph, ſcaxce: of. being vain 
For, like a ſlave, I found him on the gronnd, 
Groaning beneath the bondage-of your Loye, 

And begging liberty from any hand, 

Sem. Q'Heavens,— | 

Sun, Let it never be ſaid to ſhtme our fem 
That any Lady in her youthful bloom,! -/// |. 5 
When beauty wandcrs in a thouſand charms, 

And not a look can paſs without a wound, 
= then ſhe fulſomely detain'd: a: Lover 

inſt his will, and cloyd him with her -fondncfs'3 
0 how .I loath the ſound ! againſt: bis will! _; |: : 

Sem. Sure thou haſt drunk with Adders, that thy tongue 
Thus poiſons every word it forms, and caſts 
It's venome on my Tachmas conſtancy. | 

Sun, There's no ſuch thing as conſtancy in; nature3 + ,— 
'Tis but a borrow'd name, for feeble beautics,. \C 
Or ſale decaying Virgins, to -make uſe of. "of 
True Love ſhou'd be as wavcring as the wind: 

For that remains but while the rapture laſts, 
And palls, when funk to an indifference. 

Sem, You ſpeak of that poor paſſion in your beat, 

Rais'd by an carthly fume of baſe deſire 3 
The ſuddain -fit of a diſtemper'd Love : 
Where the groſs .joy mounts not above the ſenſe; 
Not the Seraphick flame, that warms the ſoul : 
Such was "the ſacred fre, that light our Loves, 
That fir'd my Tachmas heart, and made him mine. 

Szn. Then be it ſo: Rave on in fond conceits' 
Of acry promiſes of conſtancy : y 
Swell your thin hopes with inſubſiantial food, 
Whilſt I caſte real feaſts of fleſh, and blood, 

And in your Tachmas arms reap thouſandjeys, 

Which dreams but ape, and fancy but-deſtcoys. - 

Methinks already in ſome ſmiling Grove, ol 

I fit anon_g the dear- w__ Lone: t: 2:4 77 4 19d 
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we (igh, and kifs, and now war pawns ypc? wor ,ol;2j 

Tumultuous, But: the! pn. .oprped you, ol pt 

(Tho Love be loſt in Love: | 3b) cid 

Still lend us vigor;arid::our goys renew " [Bai 
Sem. How the inſulting creatuze Lords: it--o're me ! 

And well-ſhe:imay, far; ſich//a-conquett lure. 

Might make the temperatefi Vidgor «proud : 

This may be malice, or a:/plot co''try- nie. 

That's the laſt hope PTS. pony and delpair 


Enter an Eunurb with # Leter, ; 


Fxn. Madam. the truſt I have Dea Fey" with 
In your ſervice, gam'd/me«the' Princes —_— by 
From whoſe hand this Letter Tt received + 
For .Sunemire with ftric& injunctions: * 
Of care, and ſecrefies at! which miftruſting 
Some praQices in hand- "a ow Loves i It 
I've brought it. to: you, 1 + five id 
Sem, L wilt reward <5 cares: t [Readrithe Letres 


"FORT" 


| R* "0" " Ibiger the propoſition -F made jou, ty "I : 


Cron# of Perſis; on Jour bead; if 3 will: but 
make uſe x wok F to rid us of Selim an : And do n0t 
think that I retain' any longes the leaſt thoughts, of Se- 
manthe 3 —_ Day my and. qperagagry have never e- 
fgn'd for: me," | 


Pi: s 


aid 


Sem. Ah me.! where. has my: fortune. left me now ? 

What unfrequented : Coafi am Þ thrown on, 
Naked, and heipleis, to be made a-prey 
To the next coming, ſalvage of the field ?- 
What Corner of ' the Earth. will now afford 
A grave Grave to take mein #; what "mountain hide 
Me, and. my woes for ever from the world? 
Undone -; thou moſt undone of woman kind /. 

\ | [ Falling dewn drops the Letts, 
Hoxe grcan.thy ſoxrows out, and tet the winds: 

Whiſper 


Whiſper thy ſiory through the" wag, m wei | - da. cT 

That never liſPning Virgin be agen,____. ies y 
Betray'd by the known pexjugics pf faighioh, mens... mine 

—— My fpirits' faint— ſure *tis the; death; vn coins 

Knocks at my heart 3 I go, Ops, fa =! LOO AAR 

Enter Scliman, lead) Aidincs, - ponies 1 

Selim. What do [cc F Semanthe. on. the grand, _ 2 


Breathleſs ,and pale! ©, _. ms 29013, | 
Arb. Some ſigns of Srogiig te * wh n es is 
Appear, call in her women, to. aft hers... 4; m —_— 
Enter Women, | REST Y 
" Tſms. The train has Taken fires now. ' the hlow .. 
Maſt follow ſoon. EC 
Selim. Gently, gently raiſc hers ..... 1 .....,..,, 
She breaths, ſhe comes agen. | | 
Sem. Bleſs me! where am 1? in Khigiow ſure; | 
I know it by this train of weeping . mg 
Who died for Loye, as 1 have. done. a of, =; ab a 
We'l walk, and tell (ad ſtories. round, . w7 1; Oh 
Of injur'd women, and betraying men : x | 
But I muſt weep a woes the: tears will flow 
If I but think on Strepbons 'cxvelty ;.. 
——O! I wou'd ſleepfor ever,—x 45k in into ber —_ arms, 
nd. is b orn = 
Selim. Bear her to her bed : as 


Reſt may relieve her ſpirits, — Ha! this may. 
Unriddle all, [Finds the Letter, 


Iſma. Now fortune. pl —_ 

Arb. *Tis a deſign fo oY andy; © | 
*T were womaniſh to doubt of the ſucceſs. 

Seliw, Ha! againſi my Life? pO! rr 

Iſma. Your Majeſty ſeems troubled 3 bs you ought 
Diſcover'd in that Letter? _ 

Selim,, Only this v 5 29001177 "508 Ty 335;0] 533 } 
That I have feſter'd there \withip ii: 
A boſome Wolf, to laþ wy vitel'bloode /' 2 1) Ny 
Here 1ſmeet! xcad the fouteſt Treaſons,' Mn 
That ever ſtain'd the innocence bf 'Paper. 
Is then my mercy poiſon'd into fin? £ | 
And black ingratitude my*puniſhrhent7 >> © *f > 
?Ths juſt, you Gods ! this omg? 1 upon my "folly 


——— . ", 


Shows 
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infinite wiſdome, and. was. opaly ſent 
To warn me of ry ts "tare. 


Iſme.. Yet ſacred, 
__ A hs oY nor dare to as 
g tibn ! - 


bnFri bars ſelf;with ull her: Virgin erald\, © a 
Melt at my feet; b ly's ſou], *ewere. vain... 

Iſms, What con't 'provoke' he Prince ? 

Selim. The Fiends can tell: but now 'tis buſie time; 
Sweat at the Ativil' of thy brain,'4nd forge © 


( Quick as the Cyclops arm an, angry God) 
Ar: ann deaths. to wait upon my will: 


Arbanes, thou ſecure hit, till: jaſtice calls. 


Him out, a ſacrifice to my Icvenge... 7 
Arb, Aﬀeer him: 
Fix but his wayering temper to this. point, 


My fiery foul. 

Diſdains the timerous ſafety in revenge, 

Which Iſmael perſues. My forwar ſword; 

With rcſolution 'RtecPFd, ſhall guide me ſafe! 
Through the moſt d ſperate aftempts, 

Danger has beer my Miftreſs'; death, Pve met;, 
On martial. Plains, in every garb of fate. 

And ſhall he aw me now ?' ſince Iatn in, 

And Fate works np the melancholy Scene, , 

Fall Tachmas, nature periſh; all- things liz. 
Conforinded in dee Chas, fo that'll I 
Reveng'd "may in the common ruin lie...  - - _ [-Exit: 


And then the day's ko? .. : | { Exiz Ilinael,. 


- a” 
— 


—_— — 


- . [1 ' og —_— 
2 1 » . « * v, , 


ACT: Y,SCENE!L. 


0 


Emter I ſnae!, Arbanes, at ſeveral Emrancts. 


Tſma. [Hou meet'ſt my withess. is on tulinſ done? 
Arb. This'&4an; thal] fee it-finidltd {1.1 1 2: | 7 
Iſma, Give it cfre 5. would we had: weve medled. 
Arb. Curſe on, thy nn”, that a boo ts wit. 


Iſms. The Sophy does ſuipeR us, | 


Arb. Danger then Cn!) a1pi; botion yorocn yi nt 
Urges the _— death; for 80. deſeyyr i uo! | 


« oO ' , 
Betraies a conſcious guilt, that may undo us : W- 
He dies this minute, that the next may better 
Advantage our eſcapes. | + 
Iſma: T've not thus lon 
March'd hand in hand with miſchief, ſpent my: daies 
In Courts, forſworn my Conſcience, ſtudied all 
The knotty arts, and rules of policy 3 
Which wile men uſe to their. own intereſts, 
Not to provide me with a ready plank, r'4 
To bear me from the ruine, (ate to ſhore. x 
Arb, Thou canſt not here be ſafe 3 my Commiſkon - 
Allows a ſure proteQion in the Army. | 
Iſma. Vie ſicer a different courſe 3 grow-popular, 
And into the City 3 + 
Where Coblers ſquare the Government - to their Laſts, 
And Tinkers patch the State ſome friends I've made. 
Already there, brave faRious, gifted Rogues, 
That Cant their DoQrine to their preſent wants,. 
And Zealouſly, upon. a fit of Conſcience, 
Sin or Unſin Rebellion to the Croud.: 
Theſe are the. fitteſt inſtruments to- gull | 
The eafie people : hark, the Monſter roars ! [Shoots "within 
The Rable is afſcembled to my. wiſh; - 
This is the time, to work. *cm.. [ Exit 


Enter -Semanthe, 


Arb. Semanthe here! 'then there is ſomething Rill : 
For me to finiſh. 

Sem. Why: do I wander .this wide. barren waſte, 
Forſaken, and forlorn.? when: a: fair proſpe& - 
Of everlaſting reſt ſtands right-in view? , 
This load oft wo, that bends me to the: ground, .. 
I can with Life put off; .yes I-will.ruſb 
Into the arms of death, and. ſhelter -there 3 — 
There ſleep ſecurely all my-.cazes 'away.3 
Nor ſhall the noiſe of. Empire, or: of--Love, 
Awaken me to wretchedneſs. again: 

Arb. Talk not of. dying, Madam, Heaven looks - down, - 
With a kind Eie upon your ſufferings, 
And has inſpir'd me with a Tenderneſs, 
May prove of ſervice to you. - 

Sem. Is there- then 


(- 


46 The Loyal Brother, Or, 


A ſeat for pitty left: in humane breaſts? 
Or is this but a viſionary beam, 
Of comfert that thus lightens in my ſoul? 
If it-be ſo,oh! let me ſtill dream .on, 
Arb, Madarv, the Prince. mms 
Sem. Ha! ſpeak that yet again: 
Sweet, as the Syrens Song, thoſe accents fa!) 
And charm -me to my ruine © 'tho' he has 
Undone me ever 3 but .to hear his name, 
Awakes my dying ſpirits from'the grave, 
Diſpels my gricf, and charms me into Joys 
Oh! then ſpeak on, 
Declude me from my miſcries'a whiles 
Tell me ſome fioxy of my perjur'd Dearsz «© 
Tell me he lives, is happy,whilt T ſigh 
My ſpirits out in ithanks, and die in Peace, 
Arb. Wou'd you not ke him, Madam ? - 
Sem. Oh in vain 
I wept, intreated, followed -on my knees : 
For when I offerd at a laſt Farewel, 
Once moxe to ſee my till Lovd; faithleſs Tnbner Ee 
The Sophy, quite remorſle{s, fled the rooms. 
And tho' I yr tr him with the 'panys of death, 
Burft from my arms, and left me- on: the floor. 
Arb. Yet, Madam, you ſhall ſee him; Tachmas is 
Within -my charge ; z and only; without 
The Kings .command, can give you entrance. to him : 
W hich you ſhall- haves 
Altho* my .Life muſt anſwer it to the Sg 
Sem. All, a} the Gods reward -this wondrous pitty?! 


-Oh lead me to thar-urar, proteſting Creature 3 


That perfe&t Image of* betraying nivn 3 


For he will ſwear,;and: talk fuch tnebeln, things, | 


Sigh ſuch a trembling ſtory: of his Love, 

Look ſuch a ſoul of paſſion :from his 'Eies, 

And all with ſuch unpradticd iarmecence,” © - 
That ſhou'd the Sex-of kvoman-kind fund by, 
As Witncſles of my injurious: uſage, 

And but to hear bim talk, as: x have ER 4 


The coldeſt ſure would venvare her undoing: | [Exexnt 


#k.0 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes fo a Street, 
Emter a Rabble of Citizens. 


1 Cit, Ome, Neighbours, hang theſe cheating Shop —— 

countenances, they are marks, the world know s 

Cuckolds by 3 and tho they be of credit in the City, yet, ler 

me tell you, at this end o'th” Town, they firike no more awe 

oo the beholders, than a Watch mans Lanthorn, after day 
reak, 

2 Cit. Ay, my Wife told me, I had a ſneaking look, and cou'd: 
not hutf my debtors: but now I'm charg'd with bottle Ale, to- 
reifie the errors of my face : and Jet me fee, what upltart 
Raſcal, newly come to: office, ſhall overlook me 3 V1 tirut, and 
cock, and talk as big, as wind, and froth can make me— but V1 
home , while my courage laſts , ranſack my ſhop— books, take 
account. of my debts, and arrelt in a dirc& Line, from theLord., 
to the Footman. ; 

1 Cit. Of that in ſeaſon—— but now we are aſſembled, let us 
put on the gravity of authority, and ſeem, as we really.are, the 
true Judges of the Nation. 

Onn, I a Judge! Ia Judge ! 

3 Cit, ATailor a Judge! that's fine I faith! 

I Cit, Why, I tell you, Neighbours, a croſs Leg'd Tailor is the 
very tipe of Juſticez he meaſures offences by the Yard, and with: 
his ſheers ſnaps off the Kingdoms vermin, I mean, thoſe ſhreds, 
thoſe remnants , thoſe patches of a commonwealth , call d. 
Gameſters, Cuckold-makers, and disbanded Officers, that are good 
for nothing, but to make our Wives run a madding for for- 
reign Languages, braſs Swords, ſuperannuated Wigs, and grea* 
zy Scarlet. 

2 Cit. Humph! a Judge ſay you 3 very like :. why, Neigh- 
bours, he has ſerv'd upon Jurics, off and on, theſe twenty years, 
and the Devil's int if he main*t be free of Judges Hall by this 
cime :— but then as to us— ay, there's the queſtion 3 how 
we are— that is to ſay, how we may be ?— why thus, there's: 
none here but has exercis'd the Arbitrary funion of a beadle 
in his reſpective Pariſh; and as I take it, that muſt be a foot 
to the Chair of Government. 

3 Cit, Ay, ay 5 we are all Judges, and Judges Children in- 

| deed 
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1 I ever thought I was to be a great man, I was ſuch a dull 
OgUes 

2 Cit, Well, I was once a Juſtice itinerant in my precins, which 
in the Vulgar Tranſlation. -is no more than a Conſtable : but 
*twas a thriving time, Neighbours, a very thriving time : for 
the Pariſh bawds (beſides all underdealers, as procurers, and re- 
tailers of pleaſure) amount to—— let me ſee — let me ſee, a 
parcel of — no, no, Pm out — 'tis no .matter for--{fraQtons 3 
but bribes in abundance, to wink at copulation 3 'I Pimp'd$y Com- 
miſſion and drank brandy at the coſt of the ſinners, | 
' 3 Cit. Lord! I'm thinking how awkard, and Novenly T ſhall 

in my new trappings for a day-or to 3 Ha! and if there be 
 occalion for ' ſpeeches, my Tongue will certainly founder: my 
bbs ſpoil'd my Oratory, when ſhe broke my pate, for being 
 LaWCy. | 

.2 Cit. Better, and better ſtill: few words promiſe a great 
deal: of thinking, and that abundance of judicial underſtanding: 
Belides-you ſee our City Jultices, how they manage themſelves 
upon the Bench: indeed a Nut crack, or ſome ſuch conceited, 
Hyroglyphical Engine does well in the hand of a Magiſtrate, 
which having us'd a while, you 'firait grow Lethargick, nod 
o're the cauſe; then ſtart in amazment, .and condemn at a ven- 
* £UTE, 

7. Cit. Ay, ay,ay3 ever while you live, ever while you live 
obſerve that: tor look you, there's no one but ſome timeor c- 
ther deſerves hanging 3 and tho? the prifoner be not yet a Rogue, 
ſoft and fair, all in good time, he may be one: therefore I (ay 

-once agen condemn for prevention. 

3 Cit, Condemnation! Fle have nothing 'but condemnation in 
. my Court, *twill clear the Kingdom of Idlers, and then we may fa- 
-ther ovr own Children. ' g . 


"x" . 
* 


2 Cit, Well; neighbour Ralph, 1 know you are a good Come 
- mon-wealths man, and underiiand property, and priviledge, as 
@ man may fay but Scholars, you know, are Infidels; ſtill at 
their quare's and their quomodo's, toſhow their Learning 3 therefore 
1 being ſomewhat letter'd,or ſo, wou'd fain know how we are 
-theſe great conceal'd perſons, you talk of ? 

Cit, Why thus when our betters are at variance, beyond 
the Arbitration of the bench, the ſuit is remoy'd to the Court of 
- Commonalty, and decided by the infallible knocks of black bil', 
and paring-ſhovel; then to what cver ſide we lean, that is ſure to 
-be weighty. 

3 Cit. As if you had the cauſe in your falſe ſcales at home. 


- / and 
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Iſmael enters to *em- 


1 Cit. But obſerve, here comes an Ambaſſador already 3 give 
_ Audience, I ſay > fiate Aﬀairs Fle warrant you, Neigh- 
urs. 
 Iſma. My worthy Country-men ! my fellow ſufferers! 
To you I come to weep this Kingdomes tears, 
To ligh its groaning forrows out, and pour 
Into your ears its fad calamities: 
You! who, like kind Phyfitians, always are 
Adiſting with your utmoſt art, and care, 
To ſearch its wounds, and with a healing hand, 
Unite its broken, and disjointed limbs, 
I Cit, Sure he takes me for a bone ſetter. 
Iſma. I am, like you, a Perſians all your good 
Proportionably mine, as are you ills 
Our hopes, ard lives tied in one common intereſt 3 
Then wonder not that 1ftand forth, to head you, 
Againſt this barbarous, inhumane King, 
That grows in tyranny, 
And like a Torrent from a Mountain's fall, 
If not with ſpeed diverted, will o'rewhelm us. 
2 Cit. Now for Rebellion, I ne*'re Rebell'd in all my Life, 
Omn. All for Rebellon, all for Rebellion. 
Iſma. If to dctend your Lives, your Liberties, 
Your Laws, your Cuſtomes, and your ancient dues, 
Ce to rcbel, then this is rank Rebellion : 
But ſure a juſt defence may hope a fairer name. 
2 Cit. Name me no name, Sir it ſhall be nam'd Rebellion, 
or nothing» 
Omn. Kebellion or nothing, Rebellion or nothing, 
Iſma. Then be it ſo, methinks I ſee oppreſſion 
Peſtride your ſtreets already, burning luſt 
Purſue your daughters to your inmolt rooms, 
While you ſtand weeping by, and cannot help %em, 
Your ſhops forc'd open, and your goods expos'd 
To the wild rapine of licentious Soldiers, 
That live on ſpoil; and all without redreſs, 
For jultice is no more: ſpeak, woud you: this ? 
Omn, No,no3 we'r all for Rebellion. 
1/m. *Tis what you mult expe, if not preyented. 


Laſi night, Onight neycr to be forgotten! 
| H Tache 
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Tachmas, that model of our ancient glory, 
Tachmas, that fought your fields, and never thought 
His blood too rich, to buy his Countries peace, 
Was by the Tyrants order barbarouſly murder'd; 
Murder'd, my Country men ! and when you hear 
The cauſe, I doubt net 
But as the ſtory muft provoke your tears, 
So they will ſtir you up foa revenge. 
I Cit, Alack-a-day! I vow he makes me weep, good gentlc- 
man ! 
Iſmr2. *T was only this; he was too good, too vertuous, 
A Lover of his Country 3 therefore fell. 
He was your guard, your ſhicld 3 but now is gone : 
He fell becauſe he Lov'd you, and will you 
Not ſolemnize his funeral, m blood ? 
Will you ftand here, like ſtatues, motionleſs, 
Weep o're his gaping wounds, and not reyenge *em ? 
No, no 3 I ſee you only want a Leader 
And here I offer both my lite, and forcune, 
To farther the delign, 
I Cit. Lead us on, lead uson 3 we?l fire the Palace, depoſe the 
Tyrant, and make you King. 
2 Cit, A/,ay 3 aKing of our own making? 
Iſms. O!' you miſtake me ; that is not my end. 
2 Cit. No, 'tis the beginning of your Reign, and that's bet- 
kcre 
1 Cit. We loeſe time, we looſe time 3. now for a Coronation ! 
Omn. A Coronation ! A Coxonation / [_Exeunt ſhooting. 


Tachmas im Priſon. 


Tach. I think, and therefore am : hard ſtate of man ! 
That proves his being with an Argument, 
That ſpeaks him wretched. Birds in Cages loſe 
The frecdome of theis natares unconfn'd ; 
Yet they will ting, and bill, and murmur there 
As merrily, as they were on the Wing. 
But man, that reaſoning favourite of Heaven, 
How can he bear it > Tho the body finds 
Reſpight from torment, yet the mind has none * 
For thouſand reſtleſs thoughts, ob different kinds, 
Bzat thick, upon-'the foul, ſome are comparing, 
The preſcat with the patt, how -happy onae 
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I was, and now how wretched : fome preſenting 
My miſeries by others happineſs 3 

Whilſt others, falſly flattering me to Life, 

Tell me my fortune ripens in the womb 

Of time, and I ſhall yet be happy. 


Exter Arbancs ith Ser.anthe. 


Arb. Madam, bchold the Prince alone, and thoughtful, 

Sem. Alas ! My Lord ! once I was thought a balm 
For every wound of Fortune 3 but I fear 
My preſence now will but torment him more. 

Tach. Ha! ſure my fancy, revelling in a dream, 
Preſents that form before me : ſee, ſhe comes, 

Bright, as the Virgin bluſhes of the morn, 
Riſing upon the darkneſs of my fate, 

And darts a day of comfort through my ſoul, 
O my beſt Life ! thou deareſt ! O Semanthe! 

I ſwear, while I have thee within my arms, 

T will not looſe a thought on my misfortunes. 
Let me unboſome all my longings here. 

—— She turns away ! what can-this mean: ? you Gods | 
| Art thou then alter'd too ? O ſpeak Semanthe! 
For tho' I thus behold thee. cold, and chang'd, 
Yet there is ſomething whiſpers to my ſoul, 
Thou never canſt reſolve on Tachmas ruin. 

Sem. O heaven! fo tenderly he melts my heaxr, 
I ſhall want power to tell him of his falſhoods. 

Tach. Nay then by all the Gods, I know thee well: 
No, thou art fiill the ſame; thoſe Ianguiſkings, 

Thoſe eager looks, thoſe ſighs, and tears inform me, 

More than a thouſand tongues thou loveſt me Kill. 
Sem. Why is our Sex fo caſic to bclieve ? 

And- coz ning man fo artful to decieve? 

Tach. Why, my belt Lite / why doſt thou thus torment 
Thy (ſelf, and me?— [She goes from bing, 
By all my hopes yau muſt not leave me thus 3 
1 will purſue you ever with my prayers, 

Summon you with the gentle call of Love, 
Till you awake, ard atſwer to my Jongingss 
My lite! my ſoul !— | [ following hers 

Sem. O! I can hold no longer: | 
Thy tongue has ſottned me into deſire, 

H 3 And 
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And I am all o're Love : my deareſt Lord ! 
Let me for ever hide me in this boſome z 
Here ſigh the tendereſt paſſion of my heart. 
The extafic comes on ſo faſt upon me, 


That words are wanting to expreſs my joy. 
Tach. Good Gods! is't poſſible ? haſt thou at laſt 


My fair, offended Dear! reſolv'd to bleſs me? 


Is it then true that thus I hold thee faſt, 
Panting, and balmy to my blecding heart ? 
My reafon ebbs, and mighty tranſport ſways, 


- In full dominion, every corner here, 


And Icou'd rave for ever. on my Love. 
Sem. And I cou'd hear you ever, 
Arb O! that I coud run back into my youth, 
To raviſh her before him : but *tis palt3 
And my revenge muſt lie another way. [ aſide, 
Tach. A thought returns upon my memory, 
That bids me chide 3 Semanthe! O my Life ! 
How coud'ſ thou ſee me rack'd with impatience ? 
How coudlt thou fo diſſemble with thy Love ? 
Was it to try how I cou'd bear it? 
Sem, Ha! 
Stand off, I know thee now, thou art that falſe 
Betraying, perjur'd man, that has undone me. 
Tach. From thee, good Gods! do I hear this from thee ? 
Sem, Alas! my thoughts were all employed upon thee : 
My ears devour'd the muſick of thy Love 3 
My wrongs «were filenc'd, and my cies were charmtd : 
And had you but continued the ſoft Scene 3 
Had you till practic'd on my calineſs, | 
Tho with feign'd Love, flattering my womanilh faith 3 
Joy wou'd have done the buſineſs of my griet, 
And I had dicd contented in your arms. 
Tach, What means my fate? where wou'dit thou drive my 
Cchoughts ? 
Sem. *Tis true, T came to take my laſt farewel 
Of Lite, and Love of thee, and ail my cares : 
To tell thee of thy falſhoods, not upbraid thee 3 
To {ſigh my ſtory out without complaining 3 
To ſuffer on, nor murmur at my fate, 
Since you decrecd itz this was my fond reſolve, 
Th' intention. of this paſſionate, doting Fool : 
Eut now, O turn of temper! thy hard uſage - 
_hag \ 24S 
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Has run me from my+ reaſon, I am wild, 
Quite mad, diſtracqed, and muſt rave' a while: 
Rave till I burſt, and ſink down dead with paſſion, 

Tach. Alas) I tind it now thou att abus*q | 
And I betraid : ſome Villain has traduc'd 7 ' 
My conſtancy 3 but by the pangs of Love; 
By all the torments of a blecding heart, 
I ever was moſt true, and ftill am thine. 

Sem. O Prince ! forbear 3 if Sunamire ſhou'd hear, — 

Tach. Ha! Goes it there ? then there is miſchief yet : 
That woman bears us moſt inveterate hate, 
And ſhou'd not be believ'd againſt our ſelves. 

Sem, Put O! the Letter, Prince, — 

Tach. Riddles! and doubts, 

Arb. 1 have a friend my Lord! can beſt unfold *tm 

: [ Goes to the door, 

Come forth, my Siſter; time has recompenc'd 
Our expeRation with a full revenge, 


Enter Sunamire, and Oſman diſpuit'd. 


Sem. Revenge! alas! that fatal word too late 
Explains my tolly, and creates my fear, 
Tach. What ſhou'dſt thou fear, my Love ? thy innocence 
Will ſhield thee and for me, the fear of death 
Flew from me, when my happineſs took wing. 
Sun. Infuſe the mortal drugs in the gilt bowls 3 
Be rcady at my call. [ Exit, Oſman. 
Arb. See where they ſtand, 
LulPd in the arms of Love, and far remoy'd 
From the apprenſion of that fatal minute, 
Comes poſting to their ruin. 
Sun. The thought was lucky, 
With a pretended pity, to decoy 
Semanthe to the ſnare. 
Arb. To offer her 
In the firſt draught, the NeQar of her Loves 


Will make the gall of our revenge more bitter, 


But ſee, they turn upon us« 
Sun. Sure *tis the error of my ſenſe, that ſhows 


Semanthe here,that poor, forſaken thing: 
Alas ! I pity thee : but bluſh to ſee 


My Sexes fondneſs paintcd in thoſe tears, my. 
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Loſt on a man that ſcorns. thee-, 
Sem, Why doſt thou awaken me into deſpair | ? | 
Death is wy wiſh, but Iwou'd meet it here. [ To Tachmas. 
Sun. Nay now, thy Lord ! 
T muſt become a pleader in this cauſe: 
The fatal purple riſes in her checks, | 
The Lillies wither, and the Roſes fade 3 
Poor wretch! ſee, ſee ſhe lingers for a look 
Do not torment. the quict of her death), 
Speak kindly to her 3 bleſs her with a ſmile 3 
Nay I can ſee her take a farewel kils, 
Without a Rivalls fcar. 
Tach. Baſe cruel Woman! 
But Oh! for my Semanthe's ſake I will 
Forbear to curſe thee by that gentle name. 
I know thou comeſt on miſchict 3 but 1 charge thee, 
Tf thou haſt any part of thy ſoft Sex, 
Working to vertue in: thy hard*ned ſoul, FO 
(Hawe're the Sophy, and the Gods doom me) 
Beware how thou defigu'lt againlt my Love. + 
$#u1. How Sir! fo hard? * in tHis coz 'ning trade! 
Firlt you betray Semanthe to your (corn, 
Then dare not jufite your Love to-me : 
But Sir, the Letter ſpeaks your falſhood plain, 
Tach, What Letter ? ſpeak if ic be ſent from Hell, 
Thou art its chief Commiſſioner 3 igform mc; 
Say, baſt thou mortgag'd thy laſt kope. of heaven, 
And in ſome. fatal Sal, to take my Life, 
Or what's yet worle, to ruine me with her, 
Subſcrib'd thy ſelf a ſervant to; the Furies/? 
| Sun. Were I not ſatisficd that my, reysnge 
© | Requires the ſecret from me, thoy, ſhoug*lt fy} .. 
[| Remain in ignorance: yes, I forg/d4he-Lettes, 
| To raiſe her jealouſie of you, in, hopes 
(A womans ſpirit working to revenge) , 
She might divulge your Sn to the Soply. 
Tach. My Treaſags} - 
Arb. Yes, agajol\ the, Sabv's, Like: 1 
* For nothing clſe cou'd put you in quy, powere its 
Tach. 1 thought whe; Liog-of my aftliiions carried | 
But to the end of Life ; but thay haſt tound,; | 
A way to vex my quiet in the grave 3 
To lacritice my tanic to- alex. tags, 
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And blot my: ſtory with 4: Traitors ſtain. 
 Arb. 1 ow'd thce this, proud Prince, for this contempt, 
nd inſolerice.y when, to the ſhaine of atms, 
y wounds, and blood forgot; T achmas was: natn'd, 
Io lcad thoſe Armies, I had bred in War. 
Tach. 1 know my lateſt hour comes on apace ; 
And now to curſe thee, were to rob my foul 
Ot this ſoft ſatisfa&tion in my death. 
Oh! let mic hold thee faſt, my only Life! 
Here languiſh out a farewel to our Loves; 
Gaze on thoſe heavenly Etes, 
Thaty through the Grove of death, muſt light me on 
To the bright Manſions of their Kiridred fiars. 
Sun. So vnconcern'd / the face of death will turn 
This Scene of Love: appear thou Minilter 
Ot Fate, come forth, and act thy tragick part, F Enter Oſman with 
four Bowls. 
Tach. What means this fata} pomp? all this for me? 
Or to be yet more cruel, wou'd you load 
My mounting fpirit with your guilty ſouls ; 
And damn me with your ccmpany in death ? 
Sun. This is your bridal nightz and we your gueſts, 
Muſt wait upon the Ceremony : 
But know, my Lord! the gilt bowls arc prepar'd 
Only for you, and your fair bride, for they , 
Are poiſon'd, 
Tach. Ha! thou can'ſt not mean her death : 
Or wou'dſi thou in one Deviliſh a&, outdo 
The eldeſt damn'd in Hell? O? ſpare her Life, 
And I will blefs thee with my lateſt breath, 
Nay, as I mount, report thee to the Gods; 
And tell *em thou art good. 
Sem. My Lord! forbear 
Solliciting, what granted, I refuſe 3 
Life without you 3 By our immortal Loyes 
I am reſolvd on this. Alas! I ſwear 
I think this hour our firſt, happineſs, 
And. to die thus together, is an earneſt, 
Sent from the Gods, of worlds of joy to come: 
Sun, Yes Rival, thou ſhou'd(t live, be forc'd to live, 
But that the ſight of thee for ever wou'd 
Revive my ſhame, and lay his ſcorn before me ? 
Zach. Give me the fatal bowls: and now, Stmanthd 
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\. Since thou reſolv'ſt, and Fate will have it fo; 


I here preſent thee with 'a"cordial draught, : 
That will preſerve our Loves ith* other. world. 
Sem. Then chearfully, as birds falute the morn 
After a cold, long, fiormy Winter night, 
We leave theſe ſolitary,dark abodes, 
And mount to mingle with the ſhining Gods. 
Tach. O! how I grude the Grave this heavenly form ! 
Theſe beauties will inſpire the arms of death, 
And warm the pale, cold tyrant into lite, 
OI cou'd rave for ever — but farewel, All drink. 
Arb. *Tis to thcir mecting in the other world. $7 Suna- 
mire. 
Oſm. Soz to my knowledge, you will firſt meet there. | Aſide. 
Tach. *Tis done, the buſineſs of our fate is done: | 


How fares my Love ? ſpeak, for, in ſpight of death, 


Thy Eies ſtill carry their reliftleſs fres, 
And beauty fits in triumph on thy checks, $ _ gives 
| | Tachmas a ſword, 
Arb. Now, Sunamire | thus proſperous in revenge 3 
Let's hug our ſelves, and laugh to ſce *em fall. 
Oſm. Stand oh. your guard, my Lord ! ſoon as he finds 
The poiſon work 3 deſpair and madneſs will 
Enforce his hand to ſome daran'd bloody deed. 
Arb+.. Thou doft not feel the pleaſures, that I have, 
To ſee theſe whining, conſtant Lovers die, 1 
-— What means this dulneſs ?—— ha! thy Eies are fixt 5 
Thy lips too tremble to” relate the cauſe. 
Sun. O! we are poorly caught in our own ſnare, 
The poiſon, we prepar'd tor them, the ſlave 
Has given to us, : [ Sinks domn. 
Arb. Ha ! poiſon'd !— yes *tis here 
I feel the Traitor working to my heart. 
But I have yet a ſword, that ſhall prevent 
The turns of fate, and we will fall reveng'd; 
—— What mean theſe. ſhouts ? 'but I defer too long, 
——Ha! Tachmas arm'd 3 | + 
Tach. Yes, Traitor, to-thy - ruine. 
Arb. Then thus I brave my Fate. $'%y fight 
———OQ!1I am ſlain. Arbanes fall, 
Sun. Speak brother, is he-down ? then to my part, 
Vie come, and triumph orice-over his heart; © | 
Eut ce, my happy rival does appear, ; 


Tretab- 


tbe Perſian Prince; »5y 


Trembling, and fainting in the arms of fear : 
Now firike, whilſt nobly tkus I conquer here, [ Dies 


Enter Scliman, Begona, attendants, I{macl bound, 


Selim, He lives, he lives, you Gods! 

Once more, with all the dearncſs of a brothcr, 
I fall upon thy brealt, the haven, where 

My beaten mind. rides ſafe, ſecure from reſtleſs 
Paſſions, which, like tcmpeſts on the main, 
Drive reaſon from the guidance of our lives, 
And leave us ſhipwrack'd on a barbarous Coaſt, 

Beg, I (ce, my ſon, the hands of Heaven, and Fate, 
Have been employ'd in thy deliverance, 

But ſay, my Tachmas! fpeak the wondrous courſe, 
That Heaven purſu'd to reſcue thee from death. 

Tach. That bet my lifes preſerver here can tell. 
| [ To Oſman, 

Selim, Thy habit ſpeaks a ſlave: yet in thy tace 
Something appears familiar to my Eies, 

That I have often ſeen 3 but when, and where, 
My memory has loſt. 

Oſm. Great Sir, I have. been honour'd in your ſervice z 
Your Soldier from my youth; Oſman my name, 
Which yop, Sir, muſt remember, ſince your favours 
Diſtinguiſh'd it firſt from the crowd, [ To Tachmas, 

Tach. My friend! 

My Oſman here ! then Heaven has ſent the ſword, 

And (hield of all the War. O royal Sir! 

Let me preſent a Captain to your knowledge, | 
Worthy that novle Title, [ Oſman kneels to Selimam 

Selim. Riſe to our favour : the perticulars 
How thou can't here diſguis'd, and by what means 
Thy faith and gratitude have work'd their ends, 

A happier hour will claim. Remove theſe bodics 
And for that ſlave, ſuch matchleſs Villanies 

He has confeſs'd, as mercy cannot pardon : 

Bear him to death, away with him, 

Iſma. 1 go3 but firſt I make this hearty wiſh: 
May lame ambition (for the publick good, 

Halting upon the crutches of the crowd.) 


Still tall : 
May Treaſon cyer nee\ the peoples ſyords, Re 
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And. may they valiantly compound for words; 

And laſt, may all" diftuthers of- the fate; 

Grow blindly popular, and mect my fate. [1s led off. 
Selim, Vertae flrines out agen in its fult blaze's * | 

And now not to reward* thy" ffferitigs, 

Wou'd ſpeak me acceſſary to thoſe crimes. 

My ignorance committed: therefore here 

I: give Semanthe to thy longing Love: 

Take her, and wear her ever in thy heart : 

Whilſt I. colleGed in my temper. ſtand, 

And may ſucceeding Monarchs IJearn' from me, 

How far to tuft a Statcſmans policy. | 


FEFZeF:. 


E PE. 


E PILOGUE. 


Virgin: Poet was fero'd up t0:dayey 11 1 

Who till . this howr, me're cackfed for a\Plays:: . 

He's neither yet a Whigg nor Tory-Boy 3 

out, like a Girl, whom ſeveral wou'd enjoy, : 

Begs leave to make the beſt of his own natural Toy. 

Were TI to play my callow Author's game, 

The King's Houſe wou'd_ inftrut# me, by the Name : 

There's Loyalty to one : I wiſh no more : 

fd Commonwealth ſounds like a common Whore. 
Husband or Gallant be what they will, 

One: part of Woman is true. Tory Ply b 

If. any faGions ſpirit ſhould. rebe 

Our Few, with eaſe, can. every, Tiſing.) quell, 

Then, as you hope- we ſhou'd your failings hide, 

An honeſt Jury for our: play provide : 

Whiggs at their Poets never take offence 5 

They ſave duB Culpritts . who: have Marther d Senſe + 

Tho. Nonſenſe is 4. nanſeows heavy Maſs, 

The Vehicle. calÞd fa&ion | makes it paſs. 

Eation in Play's the. Commonwealths man's bribe : 

The leader farthing. of the.Canting 'Tribe: 

Though void in payment Laws and Statutes make it, . 

The Neighbourhood, that knows the Man, will take it. 

13s FaTion buys the Votes . of balf- the. Pit ; 

Their's is the Penſion-Parliameut of wit. 

1y, City-Clubs their venan let 'em. vent >; : 


For there 'tis ſafe, in its own Element : 
Here, where their madneſs can have no pretence, 
Let 'em forget themelues:an, banr in ſenſe. 
In one poor Iſle, why ſhow's two FaGions be? 
Small diff rence in your Vices I can ſee s 
In Drink and Drabs both ſides too well agree. 
| _ ts in the a 
| flands | 
| "Whine complains , 
& grunt liks Hogs, -- Fa | 0s = their Grains, 
Mean time you ſee what Trade onr Plots advance, 
We fend each year good Money into France : - 
; that know what Merchandiſe -we fieeds, * 
on 0're: rut Proteſtants, to mend our bretd, .. 


